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THEATRE-ROTYAL, DUBLIN. 


Dear Sis, 


Writ (as an offering of friendſhip) L in- 
ſeribe the following Piece to your Protection, * 
ſhould deem myſelf. very ungrateful not to return 
you my ſincere acknowledgments for the liberal and 
kind attention which it experienced from you ante- 
cedent to, and during repreſentation, to which I 

very much attribute the countenance and ſucceſs it 
met with from an indulgent. public, 


You remember that it was originally written and 
preſented to you in the Winter of 1785, as an after- 
piece, acknowledged to be ſuggeſted from a little 
French Drama of one Act, without Songs (intitled, 
L' Heureuſe Erreur ), and that in borrowing the idea 
I totally altered and augmented the dialogue, inci- 
dents, and ſituation of that plot, and, for the firſt 
time, attempted the introduction of a Yankee cha- 
racter on che European ſtage. 
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1V DEDICATION. 
| You likewiſe recollect that you and ſome literary 
gentlemen of-our acquaintance expreſſed yourſelves fo 
much pleaſed with the production in this imperfect 
ſtate, that you earneſtly recommended and urged me 


inſtead of confining it to an after Muſical Piece, to 


extend the deſign to a compleat Comic Opera, by 
the aſſiſtance of new characters and an under-plot. 


FLATTERED with ſuch encouragement, you will 


do me the juſtice to confeſs, that in the- courſe 
of the week I again preſented you, and read the 
Opera in its preſent ſtate, with the additional epi- 
ſode characters and ſongs, in which Ouack, Mrs. 
Duack, Biddy, Gauge, Folly, Drill, and Squib, are 
ſeverally concerned—interwoven and diſperſed thro? 
the principal plot, without impeding the primary 
object. It was then (through the favourable hopes 
you and my other friends entertained of its ſucceſs) 
tranſmitted to Mr. Dibdin m London, who embe!- 
liſhed it with his harmony: thus with the ornament 
of new ſcenery and dreſſes, and the then muſical 
ſtrength of your company, you, in the Spring of 
1786, gave it a fair trial before an Iriſh audience. 
How far this Opera has anſwered or deſerved 
general approbation, I have not the preſumption to 
termite; but as the author of the Mutual Deception, 
{now played as. Tiz for Tat) J confeſs myſelf much 
flattered by the great applauſe that piece continues 
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to receive in both kingdoms, and the manner in 
which Mr. Colman, unſolicited by any intereſt or 
application on my part, brought it forward on the 
Britiſh theatre. | 


Tris much I have ſaid, becauſe you are ſo ma- 
terially concerned as the friend and patron of both 
pieces, and in juſtice to the candour and liberality of 
this country where every effort of dramatic genius 
is ſo kindly countenanced and encouraged ; particu- 
larly under the auſpicious protection of an Hibernian 
manager, who has already reſcued our theatre from 
a ſtate of neglect and degradation, to the higheſt 
pitch of magnificence and reſpectability. E 

W1sninG you the ample rewards of all your toil 
and expences, in accompliſhing this great Ind uſeful 
object, with a long enjoyment of publi: favour, 
I remain, with great truth and regard, 


My dear Sir, 
your very ſincere and faithful, 


humble ſervant, 


THE AUTHOR, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


1 
VILLARS, - = Mr. Durrv. 
25 Mr. Woops. 
ok. 1 Mr. MARSHAL. 
| Mr. Moss. 
QUACK, 7 8 Mr. Curry. 
GAUGE, 33 E. KING. 
JONATHAN, - = Mr. CoxxELVs. 
ADAM, - - Mr. W1LDER. 


SERJEANT DRILL, ä Mr. Owtxsox. 
CORPORAL SQUIB,, - Mr. RypER. 


| 301 V, (ce Ladlord) / Mr. GLENnviLLE. 


WOMEN. rol 


LADY BLOOMINGDALE, Mrs. Mzrmorn. 
MARCELLA BELMOR, { Mils Hircncocx.) 


Mrs. MARS HAL · 


Mas. QUACK, - - Mrs. Hearny. 
POEEY, - - Mrs. Hirch cock. 


| . JJ Miſs Laxczisn. 
BIDDY, Ts 7 Miſs WELDo w. 


HAYLMARK ERS, Musicians, Oe. 
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| SCENE, de Calle and Village of Blocmingdai:. 


We I'S 1 


MATCH : — WIDOW. 


ON, Ar nn 


| SCENE THE FIRST. | 

. | A View of the Caſtle of Bloomingdale and its Domain. 1 
_ Hay Cocks diſperſed, 5c. "Err | 
 Avpan, PoLLy, and Hav-MAKERS diſcovered. | 

; SONG (and Chorus), g ; | 


iſt Verſe. (Apan.) > 


CAOME Het our tuneful tributes hail 
Tube charming ſcenes of Bloomingdak : 
| Where health, which joyful labour yields, 
And plenty decks the ſmiling fields ! 
With feſtive ſports, with dante and ſong, 
Me chear our happy village throng ! | 
_ While ſhe, that owns this noble ſeat, | 
Delights to bleſs her tenants fate. HH 1 
Then fet bur tuneful tributes hail |. | 
Ape. 121. charming ſtenes of Bloomingdale, . 
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'2d Verſe. (PoLLy.) 


©. The friendly dome, and landſcape round, 
With every 1 and bleſſing crown'd, 
Afford each raptur*d ſenſe delight 
Entrance the ſoul, and pleaſe 4 fight : 
While feather'd wvarblers here and there, 
Our hearts for tender thoughts 3% = bhp ; 

- But ſhe, that owns thoſe rural charms, 
Here, ſhuns the 2vorld,%and love's alarms. 


Ch Whilft wwe in tuneful tributes hail 
hand & 4-4 charming ſeenes of Bloomingdale. 


Adam. Well done, my merry hearts !—to be thus 
chearful at work befpeaks a grateful mind but 


you may now go ſpread the hay in you meadow 


below. 
; QE r Ha U lee, rein N chorus. 
O, Mrs. Polly that's true there's a young woman 
at the Caſtle· gate that wiſhes to ſpeak with you. 

Polly. With me, Mr. Adam! 

Adam. Yes, with you Mrs. Polly. 
Poly. I don't know any perſon in this village, 
except Mrs, Quack. 


— 


Adam. She's not of this part of the country 


but ſhe's very pretty, faith / | 
Polly. She's miſtaken, perhaps 
Adam. Not at all—fhe enquired for Polly Ho- 


neyſuckle, lately come from the ſervice of Miſs Mar- 


cella Belmor, and now | Garting-mard to er Bloom- 
ingdale. | 
Polly. That's 1 me fare enough—but 1 can't] go 
to her; my miſtreſs is not yet dreſt, and may ring 
for me immediately I muſt not be out of the 
way, and I darn't bring the girl into the Caſtle. 
Adam. Why fo, pray? 
Polly. My lady might be diſpleaſed. 
Adam. Ah! yon but little know her I Bud 


her 3 is equal to her heauty, and if it were 


not 


- 
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not for this ſtrange averſion to our fo; ſhe would be 
a faultleſs character.. 

Polly. But whence ariſes this extraordinary ha- 
tred, Mr. Adam? 

9 At the age of eighteen: ſhe fell in love 
with a young extravagant baronet, every way un- 
worthy of her, excepting birth and fortune —my 
old maſter (WHO adored her as the apple of his eye) 
conſidered her happineſs. as his own, and married her, 
in ſhort to her fancy ;—but her huſband made her 
ſo compleatly wretched, that her poor father died of 
perfect grief and vexation.. 

Polly. At! dear me 

Adam. This monfter of ingratitude ſurv 0d Him 
but a ſhort time, and my young madam finding her- 
{ef again her on miſtreſs, retired. to this antient 
— ſeat, making a ſolemn wow ne ver to recei ue the: 
viſit of a man. 

Polly. How long pray. fince-this happened? 

33 She was two years married, and has\beer 
about eighteen months,a- widow. | 

Polly. Eighteen months a widow! aud this aver- 
fion to man as- great as ever !—how unlike many of 
our modern fine ladies, Mr. Adam 
Adam. So much fo, that ſhe abſolutely ſecludes 
. herſelf from. the world, in company with her only 
brother Mr. Yillars;. we don't even attend her at 
table, and if one of her women is ſeen ſpeaking to ar 
man, off the*s turned. 

Hol. Leave me- then—T'll follow you, and pray 
 defire the young woman to walk in. 


SON G, by Apan. 


gu- times thus moſt heavily paſſer, 


For want of" ſome ſport with the | aſſes e 
We mape and cue whine on 
To ſee beaut Pine, | N 


B 2. | Aud 


| a, 
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And looking quite ſbeepiſh, and mum 4. 
While men here forſooth, 


In years or in youth, 


3 Like them muſt be : Bud; and dumb. 
. 4 g | . e 
6 SCEN. 2 changer 70. an 133 ih he Calle. 


* Polly, Lord, who can this ſtranger be no 
one but m my late miſtreſs knows. of my being here, 
or the reaſon of it—and from the lively intereſt ſhe. - 
takes in this buſineſs, I have no doubt but my re- 
nen 9 r. the ſudceſs of my . 


- 


. Enter ff conducting Mes in a-: country. 
gibs dreſs, - © 


Adam. Here tak Mrs. Polly „ 
Dolly ( Jurpriſed O dear, is it you Mad 
Marcella (interrapting and any her ). FO, 
my dear Couſin, | 
Adam. On, ſhe's your couſin is the ? | 
Marcella (afide to. Polly). on- your guard, 
pray- 
Pollh. Never far, Ma'am; . Mr. Aw, 
leave us together. { Afide ), 
Adam. I am going—by all that's pretty! ſhe's. 
worth all the women in the hauſe put together. 4 
I 12 — - [Exit Adam. 
Polly. wen, Madam, for Heaven's ſake, what. 
bobs you here | in this diſguiſe ? 
Marcella. O Polly, you bad like to have ruined: 
all, but are we quite ſafe in this place ? 
| Polly. My lady's cloſet" is at the end of that gal- 
WL] -- lery—and not a ſoul can hear us. 
ii - Marcella, I was impatient to know how you: 
| went on. | we 


|; * * ; | - 5 Pally. 
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Polly. Wonderfully well, Mam I offer- 
ed myſelf to her ladyſhip as an expert OS waiting 
maid, to * her late woman, 2 diſmiſſed, 9 
know. 

Marcella. Well! | 

Polly. Well, Madam, having had a good diſ-- 
charge from you, I was taken on trial, and as you 
know my dexterity in pinning a handkerchief, and 
giving a cap its peculiar fit and grace, I could not 
fail of getting into favour-. 

 Mearcella.. Juſt as I could wiſh it. hut have 
you had no converſation with her about me? | 

Polly. O yes, Ma'm, when I found I had paved 
the way and gained her confidence by my commu- 
nicative turn and a pretended diſlike to faithleſs man, 
—T up and told her, „ that you had ſuch a ſtrange _ 
opinion of the folly and capriciouſneſs of our own. 
ſex, that you ſeldom viſited any of them, and that. 
I heard you ſay that you did not believe there was 
a Woman exiſting that could be conſtant to the mode 
of life ſhe talked of purſuing. 

Marcella. Bravo!. 

Polly. And to put it to the trial, that you had 
reſolved on playing her a trick, . “ by” getting admit-- 
tance in mens cloaths to pay your adare effes to her, and 
ſeize upon her heart before.ſhe could be aware of the 
deceit... h 

Marcella. Well, what did ſhe ſay to that? 

Polly. Why, Ma' mz thanking me a thouſand 
times 5 putting her on her guard, ſhe caught at the 
bait, ſaying, how glad ſhe would be of ſuch an op- 
portunity to play you off, and turn the laugh: hal 

ou. 

| Marcella. Then ſhe's n to receive me 
under my brother's name, as you hinted to her. 

2 O yes, Ma' he ni it juſt as you 


me. 


3 e Marcella i 
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Marcella and. How lucky ! that 1 is -all. 
r natd 


— 


8 0 N G, 5 MaRrciLLAs. 
A Cupid, atiend ius 


For once come befriend ur, 


Aud aid ibis dkceit for my brother e 


Mh rafitures. and darts, 


leg both their | hearts, 
And male them: bath-: ace cuiih each auler. 


Polly. Tour broehans; Ma * Aeon quite furnfile- 
me—how will he ſtieceed by your attaining my lady's: 
affeckions in his character, though you were, as Uke 
as two peas? 


Marcella. It was unneceſſary to let you into the: 


whole of my plot until you thus far ſucceeded ; but- 


* muft now tell you, Polly, 7 15 am not to appear: 
in your lady's preſence at all. ne 


Polly. How then, Ma'am? 

Marcella. Vou know my brothier i 18 juſt returneds 
from his regiment” in Kuni i ths, reeruit in this 
neighhour hood. 

Poly. O Ma'm g T Wear the recruiting day is 
come already to the Sat apd Fiddle; and Fl be bound 
for it, will be ſaon carouſing with Doctor Quack the- 


apothecary, Mr. Gauge the exciſeman, and all the 
reſt of the neighbours. 


Marcella. So much the better. I've often heard 
my brother laviſſi in the praiſe of Lady Blooming--. 
dale, whom he onee faw at court, before ſhe. became 
a widow. 

Polly. And did ſhe ever take notice of im, 
Mam „„ ESE g | | 

Marcella. No, they are not even acquainted :;—. 
but my brother has a pleaſing figure and addreſs ;- 


for 5 eharms and equa] merit, and they are 
of 


PF 
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of an age to form a predilection for each other 
their eſtates join, and I with him to be ſettled. 
Polly. - But I fear ſhe:l never receive his viſits, 
as a:lover,. Ma“ am 7 
Marcella. Patience, girl—1 wrote to my brother 
to obtain a leiter of recommendation in his o<un behalf from 
her uncle the General, I expect him here this very day: 
T your lady, from what you have been telling her, 
will of courſe have no ſuſpicion, but take him for 4 
_ woman, and the manner of her reception will more 
readily contribute to diſcloſe their mutual ſentiments 
for each other. 
> Polly. I declare 1 like-it vaſtly !!——but pray, 


& Ml,a'am, it your brother acquarated with. this An, 
. 9 
Ul el O that's e eee have contrived 


an interview and let their hearts do the reſt ; I will 
remain in this village, and you'll occabonall 0 | 
me an account of all that paſſes. 

8 And if Jour brother ſhould alli in my way, 
a'm, 
Marcella. . What FA that ſignify, if you don't a 

come to an explanation? but tis your bufineſs to 

avoid meeting him. : 
Polly. Oh, let me alone, Ma” m—Tl be on my. 
guard, and play my part, I'll be bound for it. 


8. O. N G, by Pol Ir. 


a Lwarrant, Ma'm, J underſtand 
Dye cunning plots that you have plann d,, 
And ſtill will give @ helping hand. 
o bring it to perfection: 
Fill ** my miſtreſs in diſguiſe ;- 
And tell him fuch a pack of lies, 
They'll both each other's hearts ſurpriſe 
ba. con we min delectian. 


Eiter 
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Enier B 
Fillars, So, Polly——is my ſiſter viſible vert * 
Polly. Yes, Sir—this ſome time; 
Villars - { ſeeing Marcella); Who is this charming . 
pretty girl, pray? | 
olly. Sir, it i—— it is——it—is - — 
Villars. It i——who, 3 f 
Polly, I beg pardon, Fre 
is my couſin. 
Villars. Why do you aſt my pardon, REF ? TO 
Polly. Sir—it is becauſe-—becauſe in moſt houſes- 
they are not pleaſed to have fervants bring their 
friends of relations about them-—and I would not for 
the world— | 
Villars: O, not at all—it gives no offence here—- + 
particularly where ſo beautiful a vifitor is in queſ-- 
tion: 
Marcella courteſying anokward} ly 50. I am very. 
' thankful to you, Sir. 
Villars. What an kot erhatuire'f- 
{Afde )——Where do you come from, my dear? 
Marcella ¶ timidiy). Sir, L came from a place. 
about twenty miles from this. . 
Fillers. . And where are you going, *hd. what 
buſineſs do you follow ?+ - * * | 
Polly. O, Sir, the was 2 was going 
to my late miſtreſs, in ſearch of me, Sir. 
 PFillars, What to do? 
Marcella. As Madam Marcella was days very 
good to me, Sir, 
Villars. O, you know Miſs Belmor then. 
Marcella. Yes, Sir, my own mother nurſed her, 
and T have moſtly hved 'at her houfe. I only left: 
her to viſit fome friends in the neighbouring county, 
(who are, alas; no more) and was returning to throw - 
myſelf once more on her bounty, when I heard my 
: | couſin 


£ 
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eouſin left her ſervice, and ſo called upon her here— 
No offence I hope, Sir, innocently.) - 

Villars. Not in the leaſt, my dear.— Polly, I 
deſire you'lł take care of your relation, and let her 
15 with you as * as ſhe chuſes what a beautiful 
girl! 


8 0 N G, by ViLLARS. 
"* | So juſt a bm! fo ſweet a face, 
muſt a f 442 fe 


Mb ſuch a modeſi-winning grace | 
iu each beholder ſeize: 
< And like the lily f the vale! © 
| Dein d with the -bluſhing roſe, exhale 
ö More fragrant charms to pleaſe. 


Marcella. I thank you kindly for your goodn = 
 Sir—{(baſbfully.) 

Villar. There's no occaſion, child Im happy 
in being of ſervice to every body; but as you have 
loſt your friends, you have a double claim to the 

* ſympathetic feelings of humanity !—therefore I de- 
fire, Polly, that you'll take as much care of this 
young woman, as if ſhe was your own child. 

Polly. Yes, pleaſe your honour. 

Pillars. Let her always live with you, if he 
likes it. - 

-— Polly. Yes, pleaſe your honour. 

Marcella. Indeed, kind Sir, I am deeply affect 
ed with your goodneſs of heart 

Villars (with antmatign). - But why ſo—it is a 
matter of courſe, for can there he a more intereſting. 
object to a ſuſceptiblemind, than beauty in diſtreſs, 
and unprotected ? 

Polly, Thoſe are ſentiments worthy of yourſelf, 
Sir. 
Villar. Take 1 4 e of her We Polly, 
and ſee that ſhe only . ſuch employment as will 
. ber grief without fatiguing her. 
1 * P olly.. 
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Polly paſſing Marcella). Rely upon me, Sir— , 


Come, couſin, thank the gentleman, and follow 
| Marcella and Polly retiring, 

Polly. He is fairly taken, faith Aſide.) 

Marcella, He is very amiable—( 4/1de. ) 

Villars. And believe me, that I will do my ut- 
moſt to render your misfortunes eaſy to you, and. 
to make you bleſs the hour that brought you this 
way. 


Marcella. Ah, Sir !—TI believe I never ſhall for- 


get/it—( Half 7 TY 
Polly, Come, - "NY tire the gentleman. _ 
Pillars. No, Polly, go order a repaſt to be pre- 
pared for her, and then come back and take her with 


you. 


Marrella. Permit nie to go with her novo, Sir. | 

Villam. Why ſo, my dear? 

| Marcella. Becauſe, Sir, Madam Marcella taught 
me ſenſe enough to know, that a propriety of con- 
duct as well as ſentiment were the two principal qua- 
lities in a modeſt woman. Permit me then, Sir, to 
put her leſſons in practice, by not ſtaying alone with 
you. Adieu, Sir. 
© Pillars. Stop one minnte. What's your name, 

ray? 


Marcella ( heſaating:) Name, Sjr.!—I am called 


"ab ain — 


Villart. You re not aſhamed of i it,, 1 hope? 
Narcella. Pardon me, Sir. 


F 


My name, kind Sir, is Mary-Anne J. 
My father was a labouring man, 
7 ho. world for hongſt bread « 
y mother too, as: good as be, 
Reard me the maiden that you ſee e. 
But now, alas! they're dead, 


» 4 
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SCENE changes to the Hall of the Caſile. 


Ener JONATHEN, in a travelling livery, half * er, 
half ſervant. 


Jonathen. Swamp me now but this is a vile ber- 
pent of a place, and looks for all the world liked an 
old fortification. 


Enter VILLARS. 


Villars. Who are you, friend—and what do you 
want here ? 
onathen ( ſpeaks faſt) 1 came from America 
but lab from Tate am twenty-ſive years old, 
and my name is Jonathan —and I want ſome of the 
people of this houſe. 
FVillars. Very laconic indeed, Mr. Jonathen. 
Jonatben. To tell them that my miſtreſs is near 
at hand. | 
Villars. And who's your mi/ir?ſe, pray? 
Fonathen, No, no, I vow now thou'ſt got the 
wrong end of the — ayn't my muftreſs, . 
but my MASTER an——What a booby I make 
of myſelf! 
Filare. Well, who is your maſter then? 
Jonathen. I vow now I thought you knew that! 
| —and- that his Honour, with Serjſeant Drill and 
Corporal Squib, were coming here to recruit. 
FVillars. Not I, who is he ? 
Jonallen. Captain Belmor—as nd a, man, I 
ſwear for it, as ever eat a cod's head and cehowder! 
Villars. O, you live with Captain Deans do 
vou? 
Jonathen, Yes, and would for ever, if he wasn't 
worth a copper. NE, ot np el 1101 


80 
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caſtle-gate bell rings.) 
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SONG, % Jovaruxx. (Air, Yankee Tune.) | 
1. 


He found me in a country now famous in flory, 
For Igſing the ſubſtance, for the ſhadow of glory ! 
And I among ſt the legions to Britain true, and Joyal, 
There ventur' d I Fa and all, to prop the flandard. , 
royal. 
4 * wow, wow, fall lall de rall, 
De didy bow, Wow, WOW. 


"By BN 
Before the curs 4 3 of our warl he ambitions 
Al Europe might envy our happy condition ! 


- White commerce and freedom with rich cultivation 


Crown'd the bleſſmgs of peace in each town and mr 


tation. 
Bow, wow, wow, Kc. | 


. 


— 


And now free from care and the * that Weiber | 


My alPs.on my back, and my knapfact*s my riches : 
Contented in ſerving my ling and my maſter, 
I thank my kind flars for each former diſaſter. 


0W, WoW, Wow, &c. 


E lars. You're a merry contented fellow, Mr. ä 
Jonathen—but when will your maſter be here? 


Jonatben. In the tinkling of a bell. (The 
This muft be his Honour 


ſure now. 
- Villars. Then I'll go meet him. 


© Fonathen. You may Tpare Wonen that toil | 


for here he comes. 


Enter 


1 


er = 
E414 


2 


* * 
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Enter Cartain BELMOR, in a riding frock. 


Villers, IT am fure, Sir, J am greatly indebted 
to chance—for that only could have brought you to 


this gloomy ſolitude. 


Belmor. Your pardon, Sir, my journey was pre- 
meditated, and I ſhould have been much diſappointed 
in not having found you at home. 

Pillars, Am I fortunate enough to be of any 
ſervice to you, Sir? 

Belmor. I have a letter to deliver you—{ſearches- 

or it.) | 

Villars. Whoever it is from, I owe him many 
obligations, fince it procures me the honour of your 
acquaintance. ,. , 

Belmor. It is from your uncle, Sir, who was 
obliging enough to intruſt me with it——(dehvering 
it, | 

15 iar. O, it is from the General; and how 


does he do, good Sir? 


Belmor. Extremely well ! and profeſſing every 


regard for his niece and nephew. 


Villart. We are not behind hand with him 
Give me leave, Sir (reading the letter) — 0, Sir, it 


is a letter of recommendation I find, and a gentle- 


man of your appearance never requires it. 

Belmor. O, dear Sir! 

'Villarsc. We are infinitely obbaed to my 1 
for this introduction but I am afraid you'll be tired 
to death of this obſcure retreat which belongs to 
my ſiſter, and who can't bear the: /ocicty of men. 

Jonathan (laugbing.) T hat's very odd—1 ſwear 
now for we are come here to bundle with her. 

Villar. Bundle with her ! 

Belmor. Peace, Sirrah 3 of your Ameri- 
can phraſes ! | 

Villars. What do you find ſo odd, friend? 

Jonathan. O, Sir, becauſe the women in my 
country loves them as much as the ſquirrels do nuts.” - 

| B:imor. 
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Belmor. Silence, you blockhead ; but is this 
diſi ke as violent as reported? | 
Villars. So unconquerable, that I fear even her 


uncle's ſolicitation will ſcarcely obtain you the per- 


miſſion to be an inſtant in her company. 
; How-comical this i—Hah, hab, 
Belmor. Will you hold your tongue, fool! _ 
Fenathen, Then I mult fland here like a ſuck 
pig without ſqueaking—but if that gentleman there 
wpuld. ſhew me your chamber, I'd prepare your 


things to dreſs. 


Villars. Ring the bell, my friend. | 
Jenathen. With all my heart now—for that mil 
pleaſe my miſtreſs—my maſter J mean, for he loves his 
twilight like a lady—{looking awkwardly about for the 
Helloſtring.) 
Belmor. There's the ſtring in the corner, you 
awkward fool, you. (Jonatben rings the bell.) 


Enior 4 SERVANT. 3 
Villar. Here, John, conduct this young man 
to the General's apartment—where his maſter is to 
ie, | 
|  [Exeunt Servant and Fonathen. 


Belmor. You will be furprifed perhaps at my 
keeping fach a ſimpleton—but he is a brave honeſt 
loyaliſt that attached himſelf to me in America— 
and having loſt his all in our cauſe, and knowing his 

ity, I bear with his ignorance. 

ee. O, he has partly told me his ſtary "oy 
ready. 

Bielmor. But, to return to our former ſubject, 1 
hope to vanquiſh Lady Bloomingdale's averſion to 
our ſex by my love and perſeverance Will you 
therefore be my meſſenger of peace, and preſent me 


to her 1 
Fillars. 


OR, THE FROLICS OF FANCY;” T5 


Pillars. I G fear it will be labour in' vain, but E 
will exert my beſt endeavours for youz- 

Belnor. Then permit me to make myſelf a a little 
decent after my journey, and then Þ'll pay my re- 
ſpects to her. 

Villars. If you pleaſe, Sir I'll ſhew you to 
your drefling-room,. and then go upon my embaſſy— 
though I fear my beft endeavours will not prevail. 

Belmor.. But if you ſucceed you'll make me the 
happielt of men. 


s ON G, ly Der uon. 


1. 


Fre 'then PII tneel at beauty*s fbrine! 
Aſpiring fame, and power refign, 
Though plory's voice ſhould call 
Nor can 'the trampei's ſound allure. 
be, a conqug —_ we 
I prize" above them 


3 


Then from the: noiſy world reti; 
(With ber above the world admir'd )* 
Pd fhare domeſtic charms! ' 
Propitious fate my hopes, would crown, 
Her ſmiles fhould be my fol renown, 


My citeling wreath, her arms. | 
F |  LExeunt — 


SC 2 NE aan to 1 3 
Enter VII LARS, calling Polly. 
(Polly looks in before fhe enters.) 


Polly. What would you pleaſe to ſay, Sir? 
- Rillars.. Where is your lovely little couſin ? 


C. 22 RY 


a 
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Polly * Oh, was it for that you called 


e, Sir? 
Vil arc. No, no, where is my fiſter ? I She” ſpeak 
with her immediately. 
4 Polly. She is juſt gone to walk in the genden, 
ir, 
Pillars. Well, liſten to me, Polly ! 
oo (arch). Yes, Sir, I'm all attention. 
Well, Sir. 
Pillars. O, 3 7 
Polly. Yes, Sir, I underſtand 1 you—poor [OI | 
he has it faith—over head and ears—( Half gfide.) 
Villars (mufing). The jade is making a ſport of 
me But let me confider—my uncle ſays he wiſhes 
this double alliance—he has often ſpoke to me about 
+ viſiting Marcella Belmor—but it won't do—the miſ- 
anthropy of my fifter—Mary-Anne's arrival. | 
Ia ſhort, I don't think my ſiſter or I will be married 
for ſome time. Well, Polly, *tis no matter.. 
Polly, O no, Sir, tis no matter. 


= 0 N. 1 0 by Pouuy. 


7 45. my good K. by. your manner, 
You're liſted by love to his banner! 

And like a. recruit ſent a- drillgg— . 
' Yow re aukward. I find, tho” your: willing. 

But Cupid fhall muſter his dane 

And leat up your boſom to arms ! 

Then, then, aue ſhall fee, how gallant yon * bey 
Aud ready 1 meet his: alarms. 


- [Exel Pall) 5 liughing: 


Y Wc 
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SCENE, a Garden open to PEW | 


Lor BLOOUINC DATE, diſcovered p of an 
Alcove. - 


8 ON s. 


Let here, of entomb'd in my breaſt, 

 Hlis. falſe, yet low'd i image remains { 

But ab] can I ſay quite at reſt? 

While thus my as boſom compleing, 

Bui reft, here content with thy doom, 

Mor make me more wretched, dear ſhade !' 
For thou Puli fill lodge in this tomb 

Tul death my poor heart ſhall invade. - 


Enter VIILARS. 


Villars. Still ſolitary and dejected, Siſter 
But come read this letter, and dictate an anſwer for i 
me (delivering the letter). © 

Lady Bloom. {ſmiling as ſbe reads i. * 


J. are Well, Siſter... 
Lady Bloom. Well, Brother, my uncle's recom- 


mendation mult ever influence me— I am therefore 
ready to receive his friend. | 

Villars. I am delighted to hear you 65 ſo for 
he is a charming fellow. but. won't it break your 
vow 2% 

Lady Bloom. No, this viſit 3 me 
Laſſure you. | 

Villars. No !-—explain yourſelf. 

Lady Bloom. This young gentleman who is thus 
ſtrongly recommended bv the General=— * 

Villars. Well 

Lady Bloom. 1s nothing 20 chin Marcella Belmor, 
our ſo much celebrated charming neighbour 

Hi * 1 can't be. 


C 3 Lady; 
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Lady Bloom. It is 1 aſſure you Holly, who 
lived with her before ſhe came into my ſervice, i in. 
confidence told me of cher project. 

1 Villars, What project? 

1 Lady Bloom. To make me break my vow, turn 

i me into ridicule—by falling in love with her in man's; 

| cloaths in the «barafer of her brother, 

Villar. And can you ſuſpe& the General capable 
of being a confederate in ſuch a device? 

Lady Bloom. Not in the leaſt—/he got her brother 
to obtain à letter of recommendation as for himſelf, and 
SHE this day makes aſe of it to execute her deſign. 

Villars. It is very likely, faith !—for the /ervant 
(who is a kind of an American ſimpleton) calle her - 
madam, in my preſence. 

Lady Bloom. Nothing is more nn believe 
me but we mult contriye, Brother, to play her off 
between us, and convince her, tho? ſhe's ſo mightily 
clever, that we ſhall be a match for all her artifice. 

FVillars. Never fear, Siſter, we will pay her off 
in her own coin though ſhe has got her brother's re- 
cruiting party to come here to help ber, 1 in carrying | 

on the deluſion. | 
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Villars. We'll fairly get round her, 
And plague and confound her, 
For ſuch an arch trick of deception 1" 
L. Bloom. II look fond and fig bing 
And ſeem quite complying ! 
Pretending a mutual Heckion; 3 
Villars: And bo; for to fright her. 
I.. Bloom. 0 challenge and fight her! 
- And ſet all her nerves in a tremble 1 . 
Both, . Thus, thus well torment her, 
And ſoon circumvent her— 


x For daring with us to diſſembler. 
2 | 5 | Euter 


* 


* * 
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Enter Pol Iv, (Adam following). 


Polly. Lid ſpeak with vou, Madan ; .. 
Villars. And here comes old Adam 
L. Bloom. But what in the caſtle now paſſes ? 

| Polly, My buſineſs is private, 

Adam. And mine youll arrive at; | 

This yankee wants pork and molaſſes! * 

L. Bloom. The pantry and cellar, 

Adam. Give up to this fellor, 8 
L. Bloom. Yes, all that his wiſhes require: 
Villars. Be ſober and ſteady, 

Adam. PI get the feaſt ready; 


Polly... Dear Madam, pray let us retire. 


[Excunt * 


. 


0 


END OF: THE, FIRST: Acer:; 


5 K 


— ä — ͤ — 


—— — 


—— —— — _ 2 — 
an a — — 


CU — — — — 
= —— — a4 
* — 5 =P DO CE = 


5 — 2 - - 
4 - -— 


5 — — 
- ” — — — 
2 — — — — . — oo na] 
— 
> — = 
- 


* : 


* * 


2 A MATCH FOR A WIDO W;. 


ACT THE SECOND: 


SCEN E, the Tab- pom in the V. age Inn, the 
Landlord, Doctor Quact, Gauge, Adam, Serjeant 
Drill, and others, ' diſcovered. Ale, punch, pipes, 
and tobacco, ſpread on the: table.——R ates. -of the club. 


Pang up. 


8 ON G, M Apan.. 


N OULD you noc how the time in our club 
rolls along, 


Bring hither your tankarg,” your joke, and your ſong ; : 
. Then come and be merry; my "ſocial wet ſouls, 
Here's ale bright as near, and punch in our bowls ! 
A pipe and good humour flill beep us in tune, _ © 
And we ſmoke; laugh, and drink, from December to 
June. 
A pipe and good humour,” &c. | 
2. 3 

The cares of ambition, and ruling the late, 
We leave to the proud, to the venal, and great! 
Who ſcramble for honours promotions and wealth, 
To hoſe peace 'of mind, and the comforts of health ! - 
But here quite contented, wwe aſk but this boon, 
To ſmoke, laugh, and drink, from December to June, 


; But here quite Cconleſted, & c. 


Gauge. Gee Serjeant Drill, give me your hand, 
and puſh about the jug, you're a king's officer like - / 
ne, and therefore fit company for a prince. 


Landlord... 


4 
1 


* 
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Landlord. You've been at the caſtle then, and 
faw your Captain. 

Drill. Aye! and a ſweet gentleman he 1 is, and 
as brave as ever fired a platoon. 

Adam. Then I wiſh he was married to our lady: 
O, whit rare doings we ſhould have at the old man- 
ſion! 

Gauge (to the Landlord). Come, jolly my W 
let us have ſome more of this ale —it is a nice tap, 

e' faith is in't it, Doctor Quack, excellent ſtingo? 

Quack. Yes, the ale's well enough, Mr. Gauge 
but curſe the tobacco, it muſt he ſome of the damned 
{tuff parliament /et*s em grow in Ireland! 

Gauge. You've taſted better in Virginia, Mr. Ser- 
jeant—you've been in the wars you ſaid. 

Drill. Wars! aye and rumours of wars—Yes, 
yes, and I've been in America, all over it often 
landed up to my neck in hot water, and fought many 
a day in the pure air of powder, ſmoke, and brim- 
ſtone !—and I remember at the Bie of Brandy and 
Wine. 

Landlord. Brandy 2 Wine, &*cod, Serjeant, I 
could like to have been at that battle myſelf 

Duack, O, curſe long ſtories, they make me 
yawn—let' s drink about, rw 's the king's health. 

Drill. Aye, God bleſs him—he's a good maſter, 


if he'd but make the vg wigs give the poor ſoldiers: 
better 


' Quack, Give you better pay I bar that, when 
you know, Mr. Exciſeman, how we're taxed already 


- —and if I was a miniſter ——_—_— 


Gauge. | You miniſter—whatz. to Doctor the con». 
ſtitution as you do your patients—by killing them. 
Duack. No is on my calling, if you pleaſe, 


Mr. Gauge. 


P 


other. 


Landlord. Egad, ger jeant, we ſhall haye rare Son: 


juſt now—the Doctor and the Exęiſeman are ſtout 


hands at an argument, and. never give up to cach 


Adam 


* 
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Adam. Come let us have no politics for diſput- 
ing as uſual will end in broken heads, and the Doctor 
of courſe have the beft of the argument, by healing 
them, and ſo, Mr. Doctor, give your ſong inſtead 
of your a 
Puack. Aye, that 1 wilt, for Pm not ifia ar- 
relſome mood.. 


i $ONG, 4 Quack. 
| | : | F. 1. | 
Men I was an apprentice lad 
All in a druggif”s ſhop! 
I low Me tleath, as mute ag ad. 
And wore my halo « | 
© Drugs of all kinds we m . fold” 
For people fick and well ! 


Ana all the while our mortar told 
Jul lie . [ag 


2. 


Nom morn till night I world like fink 
Thro* this laborious life! 
Fe bit, the buffet, and: the ſuub, 
I "got from maſter's 20%. | 
No pence or paſtime could I find, 
Pd ſuch a deal to do! © 
| My maſter's matters I'd to mind,, - 
"© ee 008 his 22 0 600. 


But ſinee a dloctor Pm become, _ 
Love time to draw my breath !- 
Behind my back the 4 7 thumb, 
| And 2 the folks to death... 
I vii now, the gentry r * 31 
+ * » With lautet, purge and pill, 
: Rave got d licence, aug and clodt,, 51 
| Ta either cure or lil. 85 
b | Diler- 


* 
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Enter a Bov, delivers a Letter to Quack. 


uach. Gad's me, gentlemen, I muſt beg par- 
don and leave you in poſt-haſte Here's an expreſs 
from Num-ſcull-hall—the ſquire's eldeſt ſon has broke 
his neck, hunting a drag. 

Drill. And you're ſent for to recover him, Doc- 
tor | | 
Duack, Whether I do or no, I ſhall get my fee 
which TI have dearly earned by hard ſervice and long 
practices Exit Duack, 

Gauge. And now's my time — I'll take care of 
your wife in your abſence (Ali de)—There he goes 
Aa ſimpleton of a fellow. 


Adam. No matter, Maſter Gonge—he' s very uſe- 


ful to this neighbourhood, and belongs to a profeſ- 


Hon that is an honour to humanity! 

Gauge. But, come, gentlemen —it grows late 
time to break up Mr. Serjeant, give s your ſong to 
conclude the evening. 


Drill. With all hearts if you bear a bob in 


Chorus. 


8 ON G, % Szxjtanr Dail. 


1. 


love your jovial frolickſome folk, 
That crack their bottle, and ſport their joke, 
And thus puff away all difputes like ſmoke, 
| And T like good humour ell, well, 
And I The 2 humour <vell. 


2. 


And when I'm merry as, any grigy 
I'm ready to fly or dance a 705 4 
And think no monarch half ſo 
| 2 Aud 1 le my v7 well, K 


7 


* 


. 
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Then to my love I run to be ſnug, | 

To fondle all night, to touzle and hug! 

And kiſs her as much as I now do my jug. 
. And I like my ſrueetheart well, &c. 
; [ Scene cloſes. ] 5 


SGENE changes to Lady Bloomingdal:'s Library, 
Chairs, Tables, &c. 


— 


Lavy BLoomixGDALE and POLLY. ; 


Polly. O, Madam, Madam—Miſs Marcella Bel- 
mor, the female captain's, come at laſt—I ſaw her 
this inſtant. 

Lady Bloom. Keep out of the way then, for if 
ſhe ſees you, all will be diſcovered. 

Polly. Never fear, Ma” m—0 lud! ſhe looks de- 
lightfully as a man! 

Lady Bloom. So my brother told me 
hear them coming. 

Pully. Then I'll fy—new for it, I think it will 
do. [ Ext. 

Lady Bloom. Now if I don't fit my young lady 


for her tricks, ſay I'm no woman. 


127 1 


Enter VII LARS and RIG the latter in his uni- 


Form. 


Villars. Siſter, permit me to preſent. _ 
Zelmor to you 
Belmor. What a beautiful woman l—f Aft). 
Lady Bloom. What a lovely girl !—( Ade). 
Villars. So prepoſſeſſing a figure you'll allow had 
mo occaſion for a recommendatory letter but muſt 
be well received every where. 
Belnor. I owe my friend, the General, many 
obligations, Ma'm, for having thus obtained me the 
Done of paying my perſonal reſpects to you. 
Lady 


* 
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Lady Bloom. It is an interview that I am afraid 
will be of little advantage to you, Sir. 
Belmor., We need only have eyes to admire your 
| charms—but with a heart to feel their power one 
cannot reſiſt being their victim! 

Lady Bloom. Pretty well for a beginning this !— 
{ Aide No flattery if you pleaſe—it has not yet 
corrupted our honeſt retreat, and I ſhould be diſ- 
pleaſed, to ſee it come amongſt us. 

Belmor. To praiſe the beauty one adores, ex- 
preſs the ſentiments it inſpires—do you call that flat- 
tery ? : 

Villars, My ſiſter ſays what is right—we are 
friends to liberty and frankneſs, II tell you the cuſ- 
tom of the place, and you'll conform to it accord- 
angly if you wiſh to continue with us. | 


SONG, by VIL LAS. 


No ceremony here you'll find, | 
But all that's ſocial, free, and kind! 
The park or caſtle to amuſe, 5 
Fill yield whatever ſports you chuſe ! 
Repoſe at eaſe, or freely roam 

And always feel yourſelf at home, 
In friendſhip join d like hand in glove, 
But never ſpeak a word of love. | 


Belmor. Tilike every thing but the ½% condi- 
tion. We” es | 
Villars, If you fail however in a ſtrict obſerva- 
tion of it, you muſt abide by the conſequences—as 
to liberty, I leave you alone with my ſiſter, by which 
you'll ſce there is no reſtraint amongſt us, ſo good 
by for a while. | | 

Lady Bloom. {afide to Villar. How well ſhe ' 
appears in this character go 

Villars (afide\). I am afraid it won't be intirely- 
to your liking, ang oy 

„ Belmor. 


- 
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Belmor. Sir—1—1—1 
Villars, O, I ſee what you'd be at you forgot 
to ſalute her on coming in. 
Belmor. Sir, I hope I know better than. 
Villar. You baſhful creature, you; heme: up to 
her, man. | 
. Belmor. This Honour | 
Villars. Siſter, go kiſs him yourſelf then, for 


he'll never do it of his own accord. 


Lady Bloom. O, with all my heart. 


[ Lady Blooming odal: having kifſed Belmor, he flands 
awkwardly furpri iſed, while they laugh at him. 


Belmor. What can be the meaning of this? 
Lady Bloom. You're aſtoniſhed, I ſuppoſe 
Belmor. I confeſs I am, very much fo. 

Villart. But you'll be more eh yet, I can 
tell you—Silter, keep it up. | [ Exit, 
cs (after a pauſe). I'm in a very embarraſſing 
ſſtuation ] | ; 

Lady Bloom. Indeed—ſo you confeſs it, do you? 

Belmor It is quite new to m. 

Lady Bloom. 1 believe you—and yet. one mould 
not imagine ſo by your eaſy behaviour. 

Belmor. Your brother's injunctions all y your con- 
duct are ſo very contradictory. | 

Lady Bloom. In what particular? 

Belmor. You permit me to ſee you, he leaves me 
alone with you, and yet I am prohibited from mak- 
ing love to you. . 

Lady Bloom. Becauſe he is an avored enemy to 
ia\ſhood. | 

Belmor. To . a ; paſſion for you, is not 
ſwerving from truth! 

Lady Bloom. That 3 N upon the kind 
of perſon. 

Fray: rag T he kind of tf gin I fo diſguſting = 
chem 


r 


© 
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Lady Bloom. I don't think ſo—but if you de- 

clared a paſſion for me, I ſhould laugh in your face, 

Belmor. What !—do you think me iuſenſible 
then ? 

Lady Bloom. You haven't the leaſt appearance of 
it—[(archly ) | 

Belmor. And why ſhould you doubt my love 
then ? 

Lady Bloom. Becauſe I never ean believe tmpoſe' 
ſbilities. 

Belmor. Impaſſibilities bow little you know my 
heart ! : 
Lad) Bloom. Poor lady—but I muſt teaze her 
a little more—/afide )—Perhaps: L know you better 


than you imagine ſignificantly ). 
Belmor. Believe me, I never till now felt /uch a 


paſſion as you inſpire me with 
Lady Bloom. That's very poflible ! 
* The firſt look penetrated my heart. 
Lady Bloom. Indeed !—(archly). * 
Belmor. And now L can't live without you. 
Lady Bloom. (laughing). O, Heavens! do you 
know you act your part very naturally f 
Belmor. Have you the leaſt doubt of me? 
Lady Bloom. No, no I have not the leaſt doubt 
7 you are, I aſſure you. 
Belmor.. Then you don't look upon me as one 
of thoſe roving male coquets that 
Lady Bloom. I take you for one of thoſe hind of 
men —not I, believe me I ſhould have lived to very. 
little purpoſe indeed if I had! 


DU E . 
LADY BLOOMINGDALE., 


"Ic 


Tho* ſame macaronies we fre now and 8 N 
* bom Nature defign'd more for women than men, 
D 2 Aſume- 
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__ the foft manners, and languiſhing air t 
hich beauty alone is permitted to wear ! 

So if they were flript of the breeches and boot, - 
A petticoat better thoſe fribbles wor'd ſuit. 


Brimor. 


a | 2, 
And faſhion bas ſo motamorpbos d your race 
"Tis 1s to diſtinguiſh the fair, by their face! 
For "lead of the modeſt deportment of old, 
Theres ſome are fo maſculine, daſhing and beld ! 
Our dreſs and behaviour at once to diſpute, 
That faith they ſeem fit for the breeches to boot. 

Lapy BLoomixGDALE. 
Thus man afts the woman, 


BzLMOR, 
And woman the man ; 


| Born. WS 
To coumerad nature as much as both can. 


BZBelnor. But as you are thus pleaſed to conceive 


— 


fo. good an opinion of me I am reſolved to attempt 


* 


every project to gain your confidence. 


Lady Bloom. Now, I. really believe you—for I | 


know. you ſpeak truth. 5 
Belmor (Habe). Ves, Madam, and at your feet 


J vow, my heart ſhall' be as conſtant as it is tender 


and ſincere. 


e 
Bielnor. Then decide my fate. 

Lady Bloom. I'll own to you that I think you 
charming um agreeable ! inet | Ws 


Belmar, 


Lady Bloom. As to that too, I equally believe FT. 


+ 


OR, THE FROLICS OF FANCY. 29. 


Belmor (ſurpriſed). Madam ! Fo 
Lady Bloom. ( patling him on the head )- | But as to 
real love, you'll never inſpire me with it as long as 
you live. | 
Belmor (riſing). Juſt ER 1 
ady Blaom. I'm very cruel, ay*nt I now? 
Faith I feel ſuch a ſtrange ſenſation in my heart, 
that I declare I almoſt wiſh /be was a man !—(afide) 
but I muſt ſend my brother to you, perhaps. his 
company will ſuit you better than mine; you know 
the conditions on which he left us together, you for- 
got. one, and I am going to profit by the other, to 
finiſh a. converſation equally unfit for both of us. 
Exit, laughing. 
Belmor (manet\. What a ſtrange mixture of good 
ſenſe, incredulity and beauty I much fear that my 
ſiſter, by endeavouring to make me happy, has only 
made the reſt of my days more unfortunate; {nth 


We if I could obtain her hand 


S0 NG. * Derne. 


; | 1. 10 86 1 
Dear Venus, oh ſend. me the _ of deſire, 
The fair that I love, with my love to inſpire. 


Deſolve her ied heart with the warmth of my(flame, . 
And make both our hopes and our 4v;ſbes the ſame. _ 

What mutual bleft tranſports that 'youth's doom'd to 

ſhare 

Who lover, and is lov'd by fo charming a fair ! 


To win and poſſeſs her ts rapture extremes 


T hen make both our I and our wiſhes' the ſame. 
6 [Bate 


D394 CEASE: 


3 
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Jo 
SCENE ” Vu to the Club Av 


5 4 
Exter Daiztz, and CorroRaL' Squis, with bir 
—  Fnapſack on. 


Dan Sb, Corporal Squib, you're come at laſt 
what kept yon behind us, pray ?—the Captain 
aſked for you-—fome pretty gin on the road, I ſup- 
poſe ; or at your old tricks of humbugyging the peo 
ple as you came along, eh? 

Squib, I'll tell you another time what detained 
me——hut come, Serjeant, give me my billet— or 
Pm both hungry and tired, faith. 

Drill. Here it is, Jack, and an excellent quar- 
ter, believe me but hold, don't budge a foot till 
you take a pot; there's damn'd good ale in this. 
ſho 

South, So, n. you keep the beſt billet to 
yourſelf, Scrjeant-—but who's mine on? 


Drill. Mr. Quack, the apothecary, in the mid- 


| dle of the village you'll eaſily find it—but don't let 
me hear of any of your Arg prauks and adventures 


in the morning as 


Squib. Not, unleſs Le a kind landlady, Ser- 


jeant, or a recruit in my eye. 


Drill. Aye, or any where 9 re a ch 
for either of them, I warrant you, 


4. 


Ties, there you'll own 
My: parts are ſbe aun, 
To all the men and women kno un, 
 Whereer I go 
| # wheedle ſo — | 
Te gather round me in a Fwy, 
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The gin I ſmack,. the lads I gull, . 
With Kerio, of @ cock and bull ; 
And "tis 0h wuhat fine retruits I raiſe © 
And thus myſelf and captain pleaſe. 
2. 
cbarm their hearts 
With foreign parts, 
And brag of killing, flames, and darts,, 
| The battles fought, 
The plunder caught, - 
And all the deeds my valbur wrought. 


" The girls I. ſmack, the tads I gull, 
Da capo With flories of a cock and bull ; a 
PO J And its oh 20hat fine recruits I raiſe!” 
And thus myſelf and captain pleaſe. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment in the Caſtle. 
Marczuia diſcovered as from reading... - 
Enter POLLY. 
Marcello, Well, dear Polly, have you beet liflen- 4 


ing to their firſt interview ! | 

Polly. Yes, Ma'm, and every thing ſueceeds to 
our withes—they are both delighted with each other 
but my miſtreſs is of courſe not over pleaſed with. 
your ſuppoſed impoſition on her. 


Marcella. We muſt expect that till a diſcovery” 


takes place. _— 
Polly. And ſhould' our preſent device fail—I have 


a better ſcheme in petto, which I'll not even com- 


municate to you, until neceſſary— But have you: 


mer Mr, Villars fince we parted 2 WT: 
| Marcella. 


4 


7 
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and converſation.. 


your brother. 


fooliſh ? 3 
8 ON, 5 Por rv. 
(Tune, The Major.) 


And ſo, my young lady, youre thus come a wooing,. 
To catch a fond turtle for billing and coving ! 

And ſure ſince you have neither father or mother — 
*Tis fit you ſhould love and take care of each other. 
His birth and his wealth are the leaſt of his merit, 
And you equal gifts for to bleſs him inherit ! 

T therefore muſt hope PII ſoon dante at your wedding, . 
And go fling the flocking at night l youre bed- 


ding. 


D acapo. (The four firſt lines.) 
The widow ſball throw of her grief with her mourn- 


in 
Tour e and her, love for love then' teturning! 
Tit O what rare doings, we'll have in both houſes, 
And ſuch merry . pranks with our wives and their © 


ſpouſe, 
the ſong.) 


28. 


Marcella. Yes, for a moment; and I muſt own: 
to you, Polly, that he has taken entire poſſeſſion of 
my heart, there is ſuch A delicacy in all his manners 


Polly. Well, Madam, I ſee what all this will: 


end in—you're as good a providore for ah H as for 


[ Exit Polly, Marcella retiring. 


Marcella, Fie! Polly, how can you. talk. ſo 


* 


Da capo. (The firſt four lines to conclude | 


n Buer 
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Enter VII LARS, following MaxctLua. 


Villare. Stay, Mary-Anne, ſtay, I beg of you 
why do you ſhun me thus—tced*you be under any 
. apprehenſion from me ? 1 | 
Marcella, It isn't you I'm endeavouring to avvid, 
Sir—but I hear my young maſter is arrived at the 
Caſtle, ; | 
Fillers, And what objection have you to ſeeing 
him, my dear? : | | 
Martella, Ah ! Sir, though tis ſome time fince 
we ſaw each other, I never can forget. 2: 
Villars (with, ſolicitude). What, Mary-Amnne, love 
hasn't engaged your heart to him, I hope? 
Marcella, No, believe me, Sir but his affee- 
tionate goodnefs to me when at home Indeed he 
behaved to me always more like a Bruther than a lover 
and yet ſome how or other I'm Tute I ſhall be in 
tears Wheri we meer. | 
Pillars. I am glad however that ſhe talks of gra- 
titude alone (de) — but ſuppoſe it is not Belmor, 
but bis er, that is our viſitor now. 93 
Marcella. Indeed, Sir, I always have à particu- 
lar pleaſure in looking at h /ifer: | 
3 Nils. Then to give you more confidence, I 
muſt acquaint you (if Polly Hast't been before hand 
with me) that it is not the Captain, but Miſs Bel- 
mor herſelf, that we have now here in diſguiſe. 
Marcella. Do. you really, ſay ſo, Sir ?—but *tis 
very poſſible, for I've often known her dreſs herſelf 
up in her brother's:regimentals, by way of a frolic, 
as ſhe called it, to kill the girls; and. ſhe made the 
ſmarteſt officer ! Sor: ys 
Villars. And fo ſhe appears: now, I aſſure you, 
Mary-Anne. | 
Marcella. But I muſt beg, Sir, for particular 
xeaſons (which I will tell you of. to-morrow} not to 
mention my name to her this day, en apy account. 


Pillars 


„ 


3 


Villar Your wiſhes, Mary-Anne, will always 
eome as commands to 85 be your motive whatever 
it lay. | 
Marcella. But tell me how you like her, Sir? 

Villars. Why, Mary-Anne, from your charae- 
ter of Miſs = 2 bi I Would have thought her all 
ſentiment and ſoftneſs ! but there's ſomething ſo 
maſculine and of the amazon about her, that I believe 

you not only robb'd her of all her beauty, but like- 
wiſe her gentleneſs of manner. 

Marcella. Em in a pretty dilemma 8 
have my lover abuſe me to my face, under the maſk 
of: compliment gde.) 

Villar. She's a termagant I'll anſwer for her, 
and woe be to the man that gets her for a wife! " 

Marcella. You'd be glad to have her for all that 

—{afide)—I thought I knew her very well, Sir— 
but how often we deceive. ourſelves ! 

Pillars. I dare ſay, there's no manly feat but 
he's equal to. 

Maureella. No, nor wwomar's either | —{(afide.) 

Pillars. What a contraſt between you and her. 

Marcella. And yet we are very much alike !— 
(ghd). 

Hilla. Ah! Mary-Anne, if n but knew the 
; gud I haye for r you; — \ 
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DUET. 


l WILLS the n . | 
1 415 N FPS that beauty's omni can . 
| Glows with ſo conſtant, pure a. blaze! 


And when I meet ſuch- worth to prizes. 
1" Birth, raub, and riches 1 deſpiſe... > 


(7 p 


od MarCcELLA.. POR, 7 
3 MW heart retains' a grateful ſenſe; 5 " 7 
V all. the e your f diſbenſe, 
| And 


* 
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And when with fortune merits found, 
1 makes high flation more renown d. 


V1LLARS. 


And were I monarch on a throne, 


You as my queen of love I'd own: 


MARCELLA. 


And rs the empreſs of Peru, 
Might chuſe a on ſuch 'as you. 
Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Hall in the Caſte, 


Enter Apam and JONATHEN. 


Adam. And ſo, Mr. Jonathen, you ſay that 
your country 1s better than ours. 

Jonathen. Aye, that it is, J ſwear for it—much - 
finer, more abundant, larger and; more like a world 
than yours—and what's better, the people ayn't half 
ſo wicked, ar given to Belzebub, as you are. 

Adam. Aye—how do you make that out? 

Jonathen. O, you laugh at us, becauſe we are 
ſage and pious—Do you know, Mr. Adam, that if 
an unclean creature, or any wanton beaſt were ſeen 
to friſk it with their mates on the ſabbath, /wamp 
me but our /ele# men would put them 1n pound for 
it. 

Adam. Indeed, Mr. Jonathen———Hab, hah, 
hah ! 

Jonathen. Are, that they would, or clap a man 
in the ſtocks, if he offered to kiſs his own wife in 
church time ! 

Adam. O, then both you _ nature bave a great 
deal of liberty, I ſee, in New England. 


Fonathens : 


4 * : » 
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* Fonathen. Aye, liberty enough—if eue Ine vo how 
to uſe it; but we don't call a e a ſpade, as you 
ſinuers do here. 

Adam. No how then? 1 

Jonathen. No, we are more chaſte in our thoughts 
and words, I vow now, than you vile ſerpents here. 

Adam. Why ſhowdn't things be diſtinguiſhed by 
their proper names, pray ? 

onathen. Yes, yes, now and then but I think 
a doodle of hay, more decent than to call a thing a 
cock of hay, ſwamp me. 

Adam. Aye, and bundling, an excellent ſcreen 

or worſe. . 

Jonatheu. O, I have now loſt all the grace and 

goodneſs dad and mammy taught me. 


S ON G, 5 LES. 
(Tust, Tanke doodle. ) 


1. 


For when I davelt in Baſton ba y 
I liv*d in peace and plenty] 
T ſpoke ng ill nor went aftray, 
No, ſearce one time in twenty; 
My life was like my conſcience clear 
From Monday night to Monday, 
And once I ſtove a caſt of beer, 


Becauſe it world on Sunday. 
YT, ankee, doodle, doodle, yankee doodle And 
"£89811 Bath night and day Pd work and pray, 
5 * thing quite handy. 


2. 


To it » my farm in proper tim, 

Oh. how the plough: wou'd trundle, 

There with. the laſſes. _ no ny. 
Jo tale a bit of bundle 
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Anil when 1 got in tarot home 
Ay corn-cobs, hay, and timber! 
5 7 vemur d then at ſea to roam, 
And ai about Cape Member. 


Yankee doodle, ce. 


5 „ 
But fince I came to Britain's re, 
me all Jenſe eker for, 
I erink, I ſwear, I rant and: roar, 
And call things by their name now ; 
In Sabbath time 1 fpart or .work, - 
And avith the damſels ramp me: 
O, aynt I grown a; ſinſul Turk! 1 | 
| Al gone. Sata fe c. 
ES ah doodle, ' 


{Excunt. | 
| TO vg to \another  Hpartment. 
Enter Purmon and PoLLy. 


Belmor. Why, my ſiſter never wrote ame 1 
that you had left her ſervice, Polly. 

Polly. Oh, Sir, it was on a very trifling occa- 

ſion; and to prove that I regard the family as much 
as ever, and wiſh myſelf reſtored to her good graces 
if you'll fallow my advice, PII ſoon ſecure you 
poſſeſſion of my lady. 

Belmor. Vou were always a girl of great inge- 
nuity—let me hear your ſtratagem, Polly. 

Polly, I know her diſpoſition fo well, Sir—and 
her ſuſpicion. of mankind, that 2 1 never x lucceed 
in the common way. | 

Belmor. How then? : 

Polly, There "1 AR IOY and ſin- 
gular i in- her aa oe "Ut but if you'll venture in 

the 
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the morning, juſt at day-light, I'll let you into her 
dreſſing-room next the bed-chamber. 

Belmor. O fie, Polly—this is a breach of confidence 
and hoſpitality that I never can agree to—but why 

at day-break? 

' Polly. O, Sir, you don't underſtand me, I find— 
I know you are too much a man of honour to make 
a bad uſe of my confidence—what I mean is, that 
juſt at break of day your recruiting party, with 
ſome muſic, 'with the marrow-bones and cleavers, 
ſhould come under the window as if to ſalute you on 
your ſuppoſed wedding with my lady. 

Belmor. Well! and what then ? 

Polly. Why, Sir, you need only ſhew yourſelf 
at the window wrapt up in your night-cap and robe 
de chambre, and leave the reſt to me I'll fend Jo- 
nathen to-call you 1n -proper time. 

Belmor. But won't your Miſtreſs be offended at 
their artifice, and diſmiſs me for my impudence ? 

Polly. O, Sir, he's ſo delicately nice of her ho- 
nour, that I'll anſwer. for your ſucceſs, as there will 
be no getting over appearances. 

Belmor. Well, if you accompliſh this II make 
pour fortune, Polly but what ſhall we do for muſic, 
beſides my drum and fife? 

Polly. I'll tell you, Sir 


8 ON G. by PoLLy. 


1. 


| wo ve the * here, 5 fedlers ind, 
And flates we'll in the village find, 
And as for bones and cleavers tov, 
The village Seoains will wait on you. 


Muß merry ſong, wvith pipe and horn ! 
WY, And while they ſing the bells ſhall ring, 
Ad bail 9 abe Jun your bridal morn. 


Thiſk 
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| „ "i 
T hoſe willing lads in concert all, 


Are ready at a moment's call, 
And i if your courage dees the reſt, 
Towll ſoon be woith my lady leſt. 


With merry ſong, with pipe and horn ! 
And while they fing the bells ſhall ring, 
And hail with the ſun your bridal morn. 


[| Exeunt. 


\ 


SCENE changes to Doflor Quack's Shop. 
Enter Sap is, Mrs. Quack, and Bippy after Sayn. 


Squib. I have one comfort however, that ſhould 
I be taken ill, I ſhan't want phyſic enough to cure 

me I beg pardon, Ma'm, for this late viſit, but 
we ſoldiers don't know our own hours, and I've got 
a billet on you, 

Mrs. Quack. O, billet on us Cites you ſhan't 
make uſe of it here—we fell no liquors, and don't 
com? within the act. | 

Squib (looking about ), What, with ſuch a quan- 
70 of choice ſpirits and cordials on the ſhelves 

a' m 

Ar. Quack. But my good man's from home— 
and we're but two lone women in the houſe, 

Sguib. Then you're in more need of a man to 
take care of you. 

Mrs. Quack. What, to let a ſtrange man in my 
houſe ! Lord, what would become of my cha- 
racter? | | 

| Squib, T'll not injure it, Ma'm, no one more 
peaccable, anleſs forc'd to make "_ my quarters, 
and then :“ | 


j v4 


E FS 3 


F 
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Biddy {afide). Madam, we'd better receive him 
betore Mr. Gauge comes, for he has ſent the ſupper 
and wine already I can diſpoſe of him in the garret, 
you know, | 8 ä 

Squib, Any bed will do for me— though I'm 
intitled to the ſecond beſt, therefore ſhare of the 
maid's will anſwer my purpoſe, if ſhe likes it, 

Biddy. Marry come up, indeed | 

Squib, And now, Ma'am, if you'll order me-a 

little bit of fuhr L' not ſconce the payment of it, 

Mrs. Quack, Supper forſooth ] haven't a mor- 
ſel in Saw 40 2 ese know where to get 

it Sho him to the camp- bed, Biddy—{ fide. ) 
Biddy. Yes, Ma'm! 5 | 
Sgnib. Well! it can't be helped tis not the 
firſt time I've gone ſupperleſs to _ in worſe quar- 
ters, : ms | 


8 o Nd, & Shi, 


3 , 
1. — 


—_— 


In wartime - har ips and dread 
We brave jolly. ſoldiers deſpiſe 
| Tho” oft the bare ground is onr bed,. 
And nothing for curtains but flies! ß 
But when we have N the foe, 
And both tail and perils are paſt, 5 


- 


> _ The fair ſbou'd fore comfort beſtony 
3 1 male us bed-fellows' at laſh. p 98 


2. 


The women are caught by our cloth, 
Au Be ur in every derer! 
Du thoſe they prefer, by” my truth, 
Are juft ſuch tight fellows ar me. 2 877 
W e 1 A lady 
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A lady once married a lad 
Time rais'd to be head of a corps, 
But ſaid—and ſhe lool d very ſad, 
I lov'd you when enſi {gn much more. 
{ Ee 


SCENE changes to an Apartment in the Caſtle 
Enter BELMOR, followed by JONATHEN. 


' Fonathen. I ſwear now I was on the hunt for 
you, Captain. 

Belmor. Well, what would you have, Jonathen ? 

 Fonathen. To know how long we ſhall tarry here,, 
for {ſwamp me, but I'm ſorely tired of it. 

Belmor. Why ſo, pray? | | 

onathen. To be moping here like an owl in an 
ivy buſh if I ſtrive to get a bit of prattle, or a 
little bundling with 'any. of the jemymays here, off 
they ſcamper, kicking at me like young fillies in a 
paſture, or flying like a flock of lambs before a 
Heſſian ! 

Belmor. Really.— 

© Fonathen. Aye—and though I'm as briſk and 
ra upon 'em as bottled ſpruce, they look as tart 
at me as ſour grout! 

Belmor, Indeed—why Jam as badly treated my- 
ſelf, Jonathen. 

Fonathen. But I ſwear now, I can't bear to be 
ſerved fo, for J loves a little goſſipping, Madam. 

Belmor. Mabau again! Why, always calling 
me madam? 

Fonathen. I vow now I does it without thinking 
and you have often heard me ſay that my laſt 
ſervice was with an officer's lady, which makes me. 
blunder ſo. | 

Belmor. Be more cis in future en 


Jonatben. I'll ſhake it off if I can, Maſter. 
| E. 3 Enter © 


\ 


l 
Y 
9 
| 

| 
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Enter VI LARS, ai bei himſelf to Ber uon. 
Pillam. Oh! are — there, Sir; I'm glad I 


found you 


Belmor. I am juſt turuel from roving through 
your delightful grounds. 
. Villars. If you pleaſe, order your ſervant away. 
Belmor. Jonathen, retire. 
Jonathem. Shall I get the ades ready, Mad 
Sir I mean. 7 [Pillars laughs. 
Belmor. No, blockhead. : 
\ Fonathen,. 80 much the worſe, fwamp me. 
1 CLExis Fonathen. 
Belmor. What, c can + the meaning. of this rude- 
neſs ?—and arm'd too gde) . 
_ - Fillars. Faith, Mrs. Marcella, Pl frighten you | 
a little—(afide). 
Belnor. What's the matter ou look quite fer 
CY Mr. Villars. 4 
VLillati. Youre & gentlanan, Sir ar * pretend 
to be one. | 
Belmor. I hope no one doubts it, Sir! 
i - Vitlarse. Do you know all the duties of that Fan: 
rater? 
Belmor. Why do you out. that queſtion ? 2 
- Villars. Becauſe you are but young. 
Belmor. I know that. - 
Fillars. And where cou'd you learn it? 
2 Belmor ( with animation). From my profeſſions 
* 
Villars. Then you Lal? the laws of honour ? 
Belmor. I glory iu them. 
Villars. You muſt give me tischen then. 
Belmor. Satisfaction! for what? 
Villar. For having paſſed the bounds Dresen d 
violated the laws of e in . uy to 
my hiter. | 


7 


e 
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Belnor. Have I infringed then, by declaring an 
honourable paſſion for your fiſter? FR 
— 2 rs. Honourable indeed . - you ſwerved 3 


ke FE AI enough. 
Belmor. I'll never fight with the brother of the 
woman I adore. 
Villar. How emborruſſed the is gde). — 
This is but a poor g non Sir come 
on 
_Belmor. Hear me 
Pillars { 3 his ſword). It is too late! 
She's eurſedly frightened, poor thing 22 
Bielnor. But —— word 128 
Villar. I wont hear you defend yourſelf. 
Belnor {putting on his hat}. Since you are ſo raſh 
and unreaſonable, I muſt and ill Jatigfy you——ſ draw- 
ing his ſword). 
Villars. The Devil you will can diſarm her at 
any rate aſide). 
Belmor. Advance, Sir—but mind you force me 
to it, 


[ YVillars ſeeing Belnor preſi him hard, puts him- 
e in a defenſive 8 for fear of being 
wounded ; TT in the conflid, difarms 
Lim.] 


Belmor. And now, Sin, I'll deliver this ſword to 
your ſiſter and ſhe ſhall judge who firſt broke thro? 
the _ of honour and hs Seed | 


Enter Lavy Aidan. 


Lady Bloom. What do I behold? _ 
- Pillars I'm in a very ridiculous ſituation— 
( afide ). 

Belmor. Come, Madam, and appeaſe the yojuſt 
anger of your brother—who trove to Pierce the heart 
of his friend, | 


Latly 


44 4 MATCH FOR A WIDOW; 


4 

1 

4 

l 

0 
* 

c 

1 
13 


. Rn Ge re 
2 — Ky 


— —— 1 


1 
4 
4. 
1 


Lad) Bloom. What, has suE diſarmed you, Bro- 
ther ?—/afide). 

Villars. Joan D'Arc or D' Eon is nothing t to 
her, ſhe fights like a tygreſs—/ aſide). 

Lady Bloom. Indeed I think ſo—{afide). 

Belmor. Here, Sir, take back your ſword—and 
inſtead of fighting with your friends, learn to employ 
it againſt the enemies of your country, and in de- 
fence of her glory and conſtitution ! 

Lady Bloom. What was the ſubjeC of your quar- 
rel? 

Villar. For offering to make love to you—when 
he knows, in his ſoul, he 18 OR © of vying 

ou ! 

a Belmor. Do you mean to inſult me once more, 
by doubting it? ; 

Villars. What, would you have the ;mpunlence 
to carry the joke as far as that? 

Belmor. What, joke 3 ſhould be happy thus 
to ſecure my Iove. : 

Villars. Ridiculous nonſenſe ! - 

Belmor. Is that politeneſs, Six 2 

Lady Bloom. Come, Brother, don't ae her 
ſituation unpleaſant to her—let her remain with us. 
as long as „he chuſes—( afde ). He's not very 
dangerous, you know—(patting him on the cheek). 
Belmor. That's not a very flattering compliment, 
however !—you may as well ſay at once that yau 
hate me. 

Lady Bloom. On the contrary, if you'll throw 
off the "all and be really yourſelf, J will then con- 


feſs my partial regard for you, 
Belmor. I can't be more ſo than I am already 


but you'll reſtore me to myſelf indeed, by declaring 
a mutual paſhon for me. 

Fillars. O!] for ſhame ! that can never be. 
Lady Bloom, Tell me, do you really think men 
ſtill capable of all the tenderneſs and conſtancy. of 


real love? 
Belmor. 
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Belmor. I never doubted it fince I ſaw you. 

Lady Bloom. I am talking of men. 

Belmor. Tunderſtand you men in. general—— 
Yes, yes, I myſelf know by prone of many whoſe 
love has encreaſed with poſſeſſion. 

Villart. The devil you have, many do you ſay ? 

Belmor. Yes, many, that I have had a perfonal 
acquaintance with, 5H 

Lady Bloom. A perſonal acquaintance with 
I muſt compliment you on your great experience, 

Villare, Yes, tis a very modeft confeſſion truly 
— She's the moſt forward impudent devil I ever met 
with—(afde to Lady Bloomingdale). 

Ledy Bloom. But mayn't love, like opinion, by 
too frequent. uſe. of it, have at laſt nod effect upon 
thoſe who take it ? | | 

Belmar, But as J am perſuaded of the ardour of 
my flame, and the ſincerity of my heart 

Lady Bloom. (taking his hand ajfetionately). Come 
then, I'll appeal to that. | 


Enter JONATHEN- 


 Fonathen, The Serjeant deſires to ſpeak with 
you on preſſing buſineſs, Mapam! . 
[Lady Bloomingdale and Villars laugh.. 

Belmor. Again miſcalling me! | 
Jonathen. May I be ſwamp'd now, if I didn't 
forget. "I 5 IAEA | 

[ Lady Bloomingdate and Villars laugh, 
Belmor. O, you are laughing at this fellow's 
aukwardneſs ! | | 

Lady Bloomingdale and Villars (laughing.) O, yes, 
Mapan ! - - ated a 

Fonathen, I wiſh, Maſter, you'd ſpeak to Ma- 
dam, to let me bundle a bit with her bandmaid. 
Polly; I ſwear I'll make her a good help-mate, 
ſwamp me if I don't, | | 
COL: | Lady 
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Lady Bloom. Why, what are your pretenſions to 
her, my friend ? | 
Fonathen. A true heart and found bottom 
nations to me, if F have not. 8 
[ Exit Forgthen. 
Lady Bloom. Come, Brother, it 1s late, and time 
for us to retire, 3 
Belnor. I'm every hour more confounded with 
the oddity. of your ſtrange behaviour=—but love has 
its perplexities, and ſo I mult bear with them. 


A FTR1O, (Cæren) 
- By BeLmon, VII LARS, and LApY BLooMINGDALE. 


(Air, The Merry Chrifi-Church Bell.) 
O that hopes and fears ariſe, | 


Where lovers can't agree 
T his way and that, each patty tries 
To pleaſe more plegſingg riß 
See the true enamour d pair | 
How every morning, noon, and night, 
They lool and ſigh, pant, pine, and die, 
To teach other love's delight, 
F. lutter, flutter, # ler, goes the bounding heart, 
.* While in each other's fight, | 
But what deſpair! ” 
| Aud fenſive care,. 
IWhen forc'd by the fates to part. 
: = _ [| Exeunt. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


Ke. 
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A CT. FE T-:H-E-RD. 


8 CENE changes to an upper Apartment in Quac lr 
Houſe, Squib diſcovered lying on a truckle bed, with 
his regimentals on (a candle fluck in a bottle). 


SQUIB. 
A PRETTY kind of lodging this !—and IM 


a comfortable camp-bed they have laid out for me— 
nothing to eat, nothing to drink, nothing to ſleep | 
on—hard uſage in time of peace ( /hrugging his 
Jhoulders)—and I fear I ſhall take more away from 
this houſe than ever I brought into it 


[ Humming\ of a ſong heard. ] 


Hil 1 | here's ſome merriment, fait! 


[ Humming repeated. | 
Eh ! what's this ?—preparing for a ſong a light 
too! Ecod I'll make one among you—at leaſt get 
a little nearer, to ſee what's going forward. 


[ Exit. 


SC E N E opens and di geen, Gauge ſeated at ſupper 
with Mrs. Quack, Biddy attending—a large ve 
or cupboard at one end of the room. 


SONG, by Gavce. 


While the Doctor's abroad on his roam, 
In ſearch of new patients, and Fees, 

Zou're doing his, buſineſs at home, 

So beth are as thrifty as bees: 7 
n Thus 
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T hus plenty, contentment, and wealth, 
So happy a pair muſt attain / 
He's curing his neighbour's bad health, 


While you eaſe your: lover of pain. 


Mr. Quacl. Don't be in ſuch boiſterous ſpits, 
Mr. Gauge you'll waken the.corporal. 

Biddy. Lou needn't fear that, Ma'm, for I left 
him up 7 ſnoring like a grampus 

Squib (paſſing on). Am I fo, Mrs. Impudence ? 
— Not a morſel in the houſe nor ox coLÞd—O curſe 


you !—(gfide.) 


Gauge. Let me help you to a wing of chicken, 


or ſome of the roaſt rabbit. 
Squid, (get). I can regale myſelf with the ſmell, 


at any rate. 


Gauge. Or will you rather have a ſlice of the 


tongue ? 
Squib ( afide). No, ſhe has enough of chat al- 
2 what a reliſh !—how my mouth waters! 


macking his lips.) | 
rs. Quack, No, I'd rather help myſelf to a 


bit of the tail, if you pleaſe. 


$quib, O, you wou'd, wou'd you ?——who' the 


devil doubts you — this is the lady that was fo 
much afraid of her character fide). 

Gauge (taking up a glaſs of wine). Come, here” 8 
the Doctor's health in a bumper. 

Mr. Quacl. And more our PATIENTS to him, 
with all my heart. 

Biddy. He ſaid he could not poſſibly be home 
till morning, Ma'm. 


LA loud rapping at the door, 
LBiddy runs to look out of the window.] 
Biddy. Oh, my ſtars, *tis my Maſter—I tremble 


all over like an ab/ent leave. 
Mrs. Quack. Where ſhall I hide the ſupper ? ? 


Gauge, 


33 


W 


8 


* 
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| Gauge, Where the devil ſhall I hide myſelf— 
no going up ſtairs for the dun no going Ae 
ſtairs for the doctor. 


Napping continued. 


Sguib. I ſee that L ſhall have my own game, by 
and e 
Here, here, put all the things into this 
cuphoard-—Quick; quick, every one a hand to it— 
( putting the things in the cupù aura). 
Mrs. Duack. Here, here, helter, ſkelter, in with 
them —and now do, dear Mr, Gauge, Lanes your- 


| ſelf in at the bottom. 


Gauge. Oh, yes! that's a mice place of conceal- 
ment ſure enough, 

Biddy. Yes, but firſt pot. on my maſter's wig 
and cloak—they?ll help to cover and hide you— 
(taking them down from a peg in the room.) 

Gauge. Give me em quick—here, on with them 
—and now in with fte into the bottom of 
the cupboard), | 


[4 loud carats -at the 3 
Mrs. Quack ( ſpeaking loud). Biddy, why don't 


you run, and let in your poor dear maſter? 
[Exit Biddy. 


Sguib (afide). So, here s a fine rumpus—but I' 


ſtand a little of one lide. 


Enter Dochbe Quack and Buoy.) 


Quack. What, Betty; up and dreſſed at this ae; 
and yet keeping me ſo long in the cold, chuck 


Mf. Quacl. Yes, my dear; the rogue of a con- 
| ſtable billetted a ſoldier on us, and Biddy and I were 


afraid of going r bed, me 0 "waited vp; we you, 


lovie. ? 


| r Quack. 


| 
1 
N 


* 7 
2 


* 
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Quack. Billetted a ſoldier on us, do you fay 2 — 
But did that deprive you of your hearing ? 
Sguib. No, nor of her feeling either —( aſide). 
Suacl. Indeed I ſhouw'dn't have been with you 
ſo ſoon, but that young numſtull ſaved my credit by 
dying before 1 by there But where” s this fol- 
dier that you talk'd of? 
Sguih (preping on). Now's my 3 1 83 
(ade). I beg your pardon, Doctor, but hear- 
ing a great noiſe at the door, I inypoled 1 it was the 
gentleman of the houſe, an 
Duack. And what chen?———1 don't like this 
kind of caterwawling—{afide\, 
Sguib. Nothing, Doctor, but to pay my n 
to you—and I appeal to your virtuous lady if | 


have n't been a quiet lodger. | 
Mrs. Duack, I can Na nothing bs the contrary 
indeed ! 


Sgquib. I didn't even eat or drink in the houſe. 
Quack. Now you talk of that, I got nothing 
at Nunytull-hall—there v was 2 a hubbub in che 


_ | 
r 


Quack. 


Pray can't you give us, my dear BR, 
Something nice for a morning whet ? 
A little reliſh, boil'd or roaſt, © 


Ni for to ſmack. with ale and gee 
Mas. Quack. 


Nothing 7 have that's Bot or cold, 

But if 1 had a treat on gold, 

The higheſt diſh a cook can plan, 
lit ſhould be ſerv'd for my good man. 


75 5 | 4 Quack. 
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A ſlice of gammon fry'd with eggs, 
I. all your half-flarv'd huſband begs 


Mas. Quack. 


| Ton nied n , love, make half the rout, 
, In faith, my dear, your fire's out. ** 


Mrs. Quack, Love nothing in the world for you 
in the houſe—you know that, Corporal, 

Squib. Ves, Ma'am !—that's a damn'd lie, for 
you've a tit bit for yourſelf, at any rate (gde) | 
. . Mrs. Quack And to-morrow, you know, is mar- 
ket day, my love. | 

Squib, Have you nothing in the cupboard, duif 
or alive, Ma” n aſide). 

Biddy. "Huſh ! for Heaven's ſake don't SY 
him of the cupboard, I beg you. (d). | 
Duack (going towards it.) I'll look in Here, per- 
haps I may find a rebſh—or ſomething to cut up and 
make a devil of. hl 

Mrs. Quack. Don't open it, my dear, —you'll 
let out the 

N (aſide). Say, the black cat, Mam. 

Mrs. Quack, The black cat that L have juſt 
put in to hunt the mice. 

Squib, (id). Shall I expoſe ker or bring her off 
with flying colours—O hang it, Em a. ſoldier, and 
tis mean to revenge myſelf upon a woman, thus 
circumſtanced-—and who how] but ſhe may fully 
reward me for my good nature hereafter—and now 
if I could but deceive the cuckold ———- 

uach. What are you thinking of, Coe — 
my temples begin to itch confoundedly—{afide). | 

Sguih. Of hunger But come, Sir, as ſome 
return far troubling IIS houſe—P'l * an ex- 


8 * for us a | 


; | * 
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& Nuack. You're very generous, Corporal—But 


| | can that be? every body's in bed in town, and 


if they were up, perhaps nothing's to be had. 
Sguib. You ſhall have it however, without much 


delay, trouble, or expence 


(re. Quacl. How do you mean ? 

Squib. You mufl know that I've been in Egypt, 
and am perfect maſler of the black art, and have 
ſpirits at my beck, that will provide a feaſt ready 
dreſt in a minute. 

; Quack. That would be 4 devil of a feaf indeed ! - 

"Squid: (taking up Gauge's flick from the corner), And 
here's the magic wand that ſhall do the buſineſs be- 
fore you can 125 Jack Robinſon! _. 

Bach (od.]. See, Ma'm, if he hasn't got hold 
of Mr. Gauge's ſtick. -- 

' Squib.” What ſay you, Doctor! | 

2 Well! flew us ſome of your mighty art, 

—T cantiot think what the ceuce the fellow Dean 


(Of 479 Ka err = P 
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8 QU I B (i in ami fun « rn. * 


| 2 * UA remento, 5 
Calibaftic In Silentio! 

Nory Tory, Rantum. $ canfum % 
lo, Beers, et NManguintum, . 
ee Gatherum, Pre eſto, Breet £3 aſl 
5 FH _ Molly Tao Wa Sue. | 0 


TY | 
esel Molly penſey and Nancy ber he the 
YA are they ? 
Sguib. Two of the devil's head cooks 5 
2 _ Your *devils have very odd names, Cor- 
ral 7" 
e, "Now fay what youll have, Dogo. 
Juac l. N Any thing on * Prov: dee 1 dog 
ſee. the cooks, 
Spull. | 
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Sguib. Upon earth, Doctor! why, it comes from 
the lower regions, and you'll ſee what intereſt I have 
there. 

Mr.. Quack. O, Lord! don't frighten us, Cor- 
ral! 
555. Never fear, Ma'm !—the Devil is always 
good to his own—afide to her). -Hear me, ye 
infernal imps, inflantly furniſh me with a couple of 
chickens, a roaſt rabbit, a piece of cold tongue, and 
a-teal for you, Mam, by way of delicacy. | 
Biddy (afide). We're all blown, faith! 

Squib. I command you to haye them all ready” 
dreſt, in a moment—as to liquors, you know the 
ſort that ſuit my palate—and.I defire that they may 
inſtantly be tranſported into that cupboard—Preſto, 
do your duty. 

Quack. Why, you're a great officer, Mr. Cor- 
poral— begin to ſmell a rat (ide). 

Sguib. Open the cup-board,. and behold my 

wer. 

Mrs. Quack. Il not allbw the cupboard to be: 

touched that's poſs, 

Sguib. Don't be alarmed, I'll ſave your credit; 
3 npon it — (de) What, are you all 
afraid. to ſee my piece oF enchantment, then Fl 
open the cupboard myſelf. 

Quack. O, take care of the black R 


[$qnib opens the upper part of the cupboard, and” 

diſcovers the things that-were ſecreled there—- . 
Gauge hid and covered with the cloak. at the 
' bottom, within the half door. J. 


Sguib. There they are, and as well dreſſed as if 
they came from the DewP's Tavern in- London 
Do you chuſe ay of the imps to attend: you as 
waiters ? 


Mrs. Juacl. Oh, nal. for Heaven's ſake don't 
berg any of them here, Mr. Conjuror.. 


5 ae | Squib.. - 


Fguib. Then I muſt "ſerve in that capacity my- 
ſelf Come, Biddy, you are a ready hand, on a 
pinch, to put things. in or out. -L Laying the F229 on 
the table. Come, let's fall to while they are 
warm —conſider they came a great way, and are ee 
as hot as bell. © 

Auacl. Curſe me, if I touch a bit of them. 

" I. Quack, Nor I neither, my dear. 
Biddy. Lord, how they ich of ſmoke and con- 


buſtibles ! , 
1 Sguib 7 "ting Gm, and eating on” ' drinkin 
_ haftily. ] ; 


Sy. All imagination,” bene me—as good as 
ever you eat, and the liquors wp S ee 4 
leg of a fowl to Drack). 

[ Auacl taſting it, and then ſeating himſelf with 

his back to the cupboard.] 


 Pvack. Egad, 'tis not ſo bad as I thought— 


- who'd have taken you for ſo great a conjuror, Cor- 


poral 7 e 
Squib ( pouring out a'glaſs of wine, and looking 
the Bed. Come, Sir, if you pleaſe we'll drink 


the Old-boy's good health who gave us thus treat. 


Duach. I've no objection to any of our friends, 
r. Conjuror. 
Gauge ( pecping out). What a pretty pickle I'm 


in — made à devil of, and perhaps ſhall pay fer the 
gh after all—(afide). 


wack, Keep in your Ln for Heaven's 
ale! i He ſwallows the bait—( aſide), 
g Qual. How ſurprifing, my dear, the black cat 
didn't diſcover any of this delicate meat | 
Sgulb. O, you remember cats of old were con- 
ſidered as witches—and good dogs and 944 gh 
you know, never touch any of their « own game. 


oy Breck 
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Quack (eating). Aye! and old foxes. ſeldom 
prey at home—I may as well humour the joke 
fide) 

- Gauge I wiſh: this wag nd Lake me out of 
jeopardy in ſome ſhape or other—{afide Mat 32570 

Sguib. Well, Doctor as you've now eat a 
hearty meal, would you chuſe to ſee the Doi) that 
gave it to us. 8 

Mrs. Quack. O, for Heaven's fake hd I beg 
of you, Mr. Enchanter—Biddy, ſhut the ann | 
door be ſhuts it.) | 

Duack., O!] as for my part I'd have no objec- 
tion but for fear of frightening my wife—by the bye 
1 prefer any part of a feaſt to the beginning e a. 
fray—( aſide.) 

Squib, As to that, I'Il pledge my honour SHE: 
"ſhall "fee nothing to diſpleaſe her. 

Biddy—( whiſpering her miſtreſs ) . He'll wh us 
off depend upon it, Madam leave him his own way 
he's an excellent magician, faith j Will you, 
Mr. Conjuror, tell me if I ſhall die a maid. 

Sguib. Die a maid !—T'll be damned 15 you do 
O, no, the ſtars tell me, you put that out of the 

wer of chance already. 

Mrs. Quacbh. Well! I depend upqn you, Me- 
Necromancer. 

Sguib. Then order Biddy to throw open all the 
doors and windows for fear of the worſt—as he 
wou'n't in his flight have any more merey on your 
gally pots than a blind horſe in a china ſhop. 
Quact. Run, Biddy, and do as Mr. Conjuror 
bids you. - [Exit Biddy. 
I with myſelf fairly rid of him at all events—{afide.) 
Sguib. Well, how do you chuſe he ſhould ap- 
pear—in the ſhape of a buck goat, black cat, ram, or 
money or devil as he is, with cloven foot or tail! 
Quack. Any way he chuſes— don't mt to 
i with ſuch people. | | 
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4 my huſband? 


ſure enough 
to attend a ſerenade at the Caftle—Pre juſt heard 
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. Quac l. Oh, Lord, Sir, if you can do 
let lim appear like my huſband, for be I ſhall be 


ks afraid. 


; Squib, What horns and all eb e Mrs. Quacl, 
evaving his hand.) Hear me, you that provided 
us this damnable good-repaſt—that bave been witneſs 
to all we have faid and done—inftantly avaunt from 
hence, and may the devil and all his imps go along 
with you. * 


During this invocation the cupboard 8 by 
degrees, and at the laſt words Gauge flies out 


_ mufflet] up, as before di iſguiſed, ] 
Ari. Buach. Oh, dear me, was any devil ſo like 


Quack. Ves, very like my figure indeed—but it 


wasn't very Civil' of him, though, to run off with 


my wig and elbal but, damn me, but I'll be up with. 


him for making a monſter of 0 de). 


Euter Didier and ern lr Dart. 


Buch. O, Madam, Madam, off he's flown ina 


blaze of fire !—faugh, how it ſmells !—with the 


black cat under his arm; and the Serjeant here ſaw 
him as well as me. 


Drill. Ves, he flew as if the Devil was in him, 
But come, Jack, I called' on' you 


our. noble Captain was privately married laſt night 


to the great lady that lives there tlie drum and fife 
are gone before us, and 'tis juſt day- break. 


Suacl. I'm glad of it, with aff my heart—we'll 


go too, and I'H rouze my neighbours to. be of the 
Party 


Mew. ®Puack, You ftiall have a better billet for 


this to-night, and as good a lupper, believe me 


* to __ © 


Syuib,. 
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Sguib. As much of the ciphoard owns as _ 
pleaſe, 


© [Squib, liffes Mrs." Quack as 3 are retiring, 
and Quack looks back and catches * 1 | 


SCENE 7 5 to the Hall in the Caſtle; 
Enter Potty and JONATHEN. 


Pally. I beg vou be quiet, Mr. Jonathen—and 
don't be ſa fool forsT tall you 6a) 1 tame. to 
call-your maitere: + fy Home n e. 

Fonathen, But as ou have call'd me firſt, frkmp 
me, but I'll catch time by the forelock, for one can 
never- get a word with the jemmymays of this houſe 
Land I vow you make me feel quite bold] y 

Polly. Yes, ves re bold enough—-1 can cafly 
ſee that. 

8 You don't underſtand me, I fear 
now—but you're deſperate pretty, your eye has the 
charm. of a rattleſnake, rand I'm the poor bird, 
ready to fall into cur. mouth, ſo I am. 

Polly. This is. all Cherokee to me- don't un- 
derſtand a word of your ſimile—I therefore 8 
once more you'll be quiet, and call your maſter, or 

I'll complain of you, chat I will. 

Jenathen. O, he has but juſt thrown himſelf. 
down in his cloathi dn the bed—and won't tarry an 
inſtant when I go tb him. 

Polly. Well, make haſte, for the muſicians will 
be has dizeQly. 

onathen, But will you promiſe your poor Jona- 
then, ch ?—why is n't it now a good WU to be oock- 
ſure of a huſband ? .. 

Polly, Wiel, well talk of this _— time— 
ſwamp lis bom) 83495661 | 


Jonatben. 
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Fonathen But I can't tarry, for my love burns 


| Bke a Hiclery fire / 0 


Here the village bellt ring.) | 
| Poly. Hark !—let's away, we fhall be too late. 


| 1 haſtily. 


> 


SCENE, the outſide 0 ths Call; the ſun juſt 
x 5 27 1 7 the village mu- 


riſing over a divepſ 
5 c under a fide. x ** the houſe. 41 


Dope and Mas. Quack—Gavor; JoxaTH Ex, 
* and DQUIB—FAyYMAKERS, and otheri— 


Belli occaſionally. ringing... 
Drill Come, boys, let us frike i up on this merry, 


occahion. 


\ 


Tiz SERENADE. 


(Accompanied woith _ "= ute, and ide). 


; TOE hautboys and flute, begin the ſalute, 
And hail the fair bride, and her ſpouſe ! 

Let fiddlers unite, with notes of delight, 
And E their 2 5 bie VOWS; 


5 " Cxonv . 

Fog . Now fon in full. chorus 

1 The banquet before. un, 
7 When we the good family rouſe.. 7. 


„  SERJEANT DRixx. pf 
( Accompanied with drum and . 
Behold your honour's pariy, | 
Wi chearful drum und 7 Ge. 4 
| To make you rouſe quite hearty,” © 
Aud pleaſe your lady wife— 
y | 33 


* 


* 
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With a row, dow, rum, dum, 
Whiflle—<ohiflle doo 
With a tow, rum, dum rum, 
Too, too, too, too, too, 
 Arouſe for Mars from love calls Jou. 


| Chorus. 


Then join m full chorus 
The banquets before us, 
And dancing and piping in vie av. 


(Accompanied with horns.) 


Our horns fhar't raiſe harſh notes to di iſpleaſe, 
Nor diſcord your union impair 1 

But harmony's voice your hearts ſhall rejoice, 
And nine months to come give an heir. 


CHORUS. 


join in full chorus 
The banquet's before us, 
Then into the. C aft e repair. 


{ Belmor, in a robe & ROY lifting up the 
„„ 


Drill God bleſs your IE and her ladyſhip, 
and ſend you many happy nights like this. + 
. Belmor. Thank you, my good friends—thank 


7 | 
Lady Bloomingdale's voice within. Polly—T ſay, 
Polly—go and fee what's the matter under my win- 
dow. | 
Polly. O, Ma- m, tis only the muſicians ſere- 
nading your ladyſhip on your nuptials, | 


Lady Bloom. What's all this —1 muſt be, dream- 
ing {ure |! 


[Lady Bloomingdale, in a 6 


n evindow. next: to. that out _— Be 
looking.] | 
2 > 


PF ow 
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Sguib. We hope your ladyſhip won't be angry 
with us for diſturbing you ſo early—as may-hap you 
did not ſleep all night. _ 

Lady Bloom. What do the fools mean ? "BY ' feeing 
Belmor)—$0, you wicked imp, you—this is ſome of 
your playful pranks, to amuſe yourſelf at my ex- 

ence. 

Belmor. My dear, you'll take cold -I beg you'll 
return to bed ll be with you directly. 

Lady Bloom. And you'll be of great ſervice to 

2, won't you ? 

Belmor. Nay, my dear, don't be ſo ungrateful ! 
retire pray, fee how your bluſhes outſhine the mor- 
nin 

Lab Bloom. Very well, go on, Madem—but 
Pl = my brother call'd, and put an end to all 
this farcical nonſenſe, that you have been tormenting 
me with. { 


[ Both retire, the ſcene cloſes, 9 the chorus "of 
the ſerenade bere,] 


o CENE. changes to a ſpacious Rid ee fens 
ard ink, &c. 


Lapy BLoOMINGDALE and VILLARS. 


Lady Bloom. This is really too much, Brother 
to expoſe me to all the neighbourhood, and carry 
| the jeſt to ſuch a mad-cap piece of extravagance. 
 'Fiulars. She's the moſt extraordinary woman I 
ever met with— why, ſhe could drink me under the 

table, I dare ſay—and as for fighting! you ſaw the 
ridiculous ſituation ſhe left me in — e muſt come to 
an immediate explanation with Her. 

Lady Bloom. You can't think what paſſes in my 
mind — and if her brother reſembles her as much as 
Tia day, I can't be long an{werable for my heart, 
ö ear. 


8 5 „ -: Pits: 
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Villars. Mine is equally agitated; I aſſure you 
but from another cauſe Wed) 

Lady Bloom. Brother, if you could be prevailed 
on to like Marcella with all her faults—I am per- 
ſuaded ſhe would make a good wife. 

Villars. Wife, indeed! . 

Lady Bloom. Yes, ſince ſbe can't be my huſband, 
let her at leaſt be my ſiſter- in aw As to m 


SONG, by Labor BLoomincDaLE. 


(Air, A vous direz je ma mamma.) 


I 


T confeſs were ſhe a man, 

That might change my preſent plan, 
One ſo lovely, gay, and tender, 

Soon would make a heart ſurrender, 
But no more Pm doom'd to prove 


The delights of mutual love. 


2. RA.) 


Such a form, with ſuch a mind, 

In the-men ve ſeldom 2 L 

If they're handſome, they're deceitful ; 
F they're ugly, how hateful ! 
If they're wiſe, they're far above 
The delights of mutual love. 


| Zo | 
Since the fates then flill refuſe 
Such a huſband as I chuſe, 
PII live ſingle, flill defying, 
All their falſe pretended fighing, 
Mourning like the widow'd dove, 
O'er the loſs of mutual love. 


8 Villars. 


huſh here: ſhe comes—we muſt ſeem — at all 
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Villars. Thanks, Siſter, for your kind advice, 


but my heart's engaged. 


Lady Bloom. To whom, pray? : 
Fillars. I can't at preſent tell you, but ſhe's not 
far off, | : 

Lady Bloom. Well, at any rate you'll affiſt me 
in the ſcheme I hinted to you ſince you know the 
fulfilling of the condition is to be optional with 
yourſelf, and it is the beſt method to retaliate upon 
her. | | 
Villars. So far I'll co-operate with you 


but 


events. 


Enter BELMOR. 


. Fillars. You are, I ſuppoſe, conſcious that you 
are protected by particular circumſtances, elſe you 


would never have attempted to play this whimſical 
prank upon my ſiſter. 


Belmor. I'm ſure you'll both excuſe it—when 
declare my 12 wiſh is to make her ladyſhip com- 


pleatly happy! 
Loy Bloom. i You make me compleatly 


happy ! 

Villars, Are you then really determined to marry 
a woman ? 

Belmor. A woman! why, can I marry any one 
elſe? 

Villars. Yes, but you'll d Yſappoint my ſiſter, I 
am certain. 

Belmor As a proof of my being predetermined 
to marry her, if I gained her conſent, here is a con- 
tract I brought, with the parties names inſerted, and 
a charte blanche, as to any ſettlement of my eſtate, 
that her ladyſhip chuſes (delivering it to Villars). 

Villars. Nothing can be more handſome, to be 
ſure—if it was really ber brother's—(ſide.) 


Lads | 
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Lady Bloom. Come, let us have done with the 
mutual raillery—if you'll anuex a condition to the 
contract of marrying Marcella Belmor ( your filter, 
as you call her) to my brother Mr. Yillars, under a 
penalty of 10,0007. (provided he chuſes to fulfil the 
engagement) I'll ſign and ſeal with you. 

Belmor. With all my heart, I ſincerely wifh to 

promote this double alliance (going to the table and 
writing). 
Lady Bloom. (afide to Villars). What do you 
think now ?—how ready ſhe ſeems to contract her- 
ſelf to you, brother. 

Villar: (gde). I can't bear her for wanting to 
force herſe/f upon me—bur will be even with Her. 

Belmor, Well, Madam, here is the clauſe drawn 
agreeable to your wiſhes——but ſign firft—for as 

you expreſſed ſuch an antipathy to a ſecond marriage, 
you might turn all this into a joke !—Your ſuſpi- 
cions juſtify mine, you'll allow. 

Lady Bloom. How apt we are to judge of others 
by ourſelves Well, here's my fignature —{ ſigning 
the paper.) | 

Belmor. And here's mine, my dear brother. | 

Villars (to Belmor). And here's mine, my dear 
fifter ! | 
Belmor. Siſter ! | 

Villars. Yes, there's nothing now left but to 
throw of the maſt. N 
 Belmor. M hut maſk - you are now for ever mine, 
and my triumph is compleat ! 8 55 
Lady Bloom. Not intirely, Madam ! 
- Belmor. Madam — Tell me what you mean, for 
Heaven's fake. h g 
Lady Bloom. Only when people have a mind to 
deceive others, they ſhould be cautious of the ſnares 
laid for themſelves. = 
Belmor. I am quite confounded. 
Lady Bloom. Indeed, I believe you are !—T was 
fully informed of all, and only waited to fee how far 
your folly would proceed. 
8 Belnmr. 
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Belmor. Explain yourſelf, I beg of you. 

Lady Bloom. . Leave me for ever—you would not 
be my friend, and I will endeavour all I can to hate. 
you, Marcella ! 


Enter Marcela, Polly, Apam and JoNATHEN. 


Marcella. Hate me! and what have I done to 
merit ſo cruel à ſentence ? i 

Villars, Oh! Mary-Anne ! 

Belmor. Ah! Siſter 

Lady Bloom. and Villars. Your ſiſter 

HBelmor. Yes, my only beloved ſiſter, | 

Villars. Oh, my heart's at eaſe—(half a/ide.) 

Marcella, Pardon me, my dear Madam, the hap- 
py device I contrived, to reſtore your heart, to love 
and make a brother bleſt—I am the real Marcella, 
and this is Belmor, who was ignorant, believe me, 
of the original ſtratagem, and would not have me- 
rited your heart, had he intentionally joined in the 
deception. | IVES 

Polly. And as to the laſt adventure, I take the 
fn of it upon my/e/f—if my lady now thinks I meant 


any harm in it. 


Belmor to Lady Bloom. My deareſt wife !—my 
contracted ſpouſe !l——— - 

Lady Bloom. And are you really Marcella? 

Belmor. 0 Can your heart now miſtake me for 
her ? | 

Lady Bloom. (after a moment's pauſe ruſhes into the 
arms of Marcella). Oh, Marcella! how I love 


ou! 


Villars. Ah! Mary-Anne, Mary-Anne—how 
you entrap'd my heart! 

Belmor. You won't fulfil the contract then? 

Marcella, What contract? 

Pillars You ſhall learn that another time — but 


as a proof that I know the ſentiments of all parties 
7 love , 


OR, THE FROLICS OF FANCY. 65 


love, not compulſion, ſhall unite us—let this con- 
tract, like our cares, then be offered to the winds— 
(tearing it). 

Lady Bloom. And what's to become of my vow ? 

Villars. Siſter, love diſengages you from it 
eſteem Belmor, he is a charming fellow. 

Jonatben. And ſo poor Jonathen 
every one bundling but himfelf and Polly. 

Belmor. No, thou faithful companion of my 
toils—['ll take care of your fortune—and as Lady 
Bloomingdale will do. as much for Polly, perhaps 
you'll find it your mutual intereſt to join your purſes 
and hearts together. 

Polly. Faith, Sir, a man's a man,—and when 
I'm fairly aſked the queſtion, I'll not refuſe LO— 
bundle with him. 

Villars. And here are ſome of our ſerenading 
friends come to realize their congratulations, 


is to ſee. 


Enter Doctor 2 Mas. Quack, JoLLy, 
Dx1LL, Squig, GAUGE and HAYMARKERS, Oc. 


Lady Bloom. Come then, let your hearts be ever 
united in love and friendſhip, and the remembrance 
of this day be always an addition to our happi- 


neſs. 
FT I N TÞ 


Lap BLooMINGDALE. 


Since thus to æuedlocl fate's inclin d, 
Le belles, I pray draz near, 
And when your lover's 10 your mind, 


By my example /leer. 
BEeLMoOR. 


Ble eft with the charms of her J love, 
Ao more for fame I burn! 
Nor from domeſtic pleaſures rove, 
Since you my flame return. 
G 3 Chorus, 
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C nous. 


Thus .crown'd with mutual love and peace, 
Well tune the merry ſors"! 


Whilſt . Hymen ſhall our joys -encreaſe, 
And time our bliſs prolong. 


MarCELLA.. 


Well join our willing hearts and hands, 
In love and friendſhip*s ties 

And bound in wedlock*s bliſsful bands, 
There ev'ry wiſh comprize. 


BeLmoR. 


The world for thee I now reſign, 
With ſenſe and beauty bleft ! 

And fince ſo great a treaſure's mine, 
What more can J requeſt ? 


Cnokus. : 
Thus crown'd with mutual love and peace, 
We'll tune the merry ſong ! 
Whilft Hymen ſball our joys encreaſe, 
And time our bliſs prolong. 


JoxAr HEN. 


And yankee doodle, doodle, doo, 
Has crofſs*'d the weſtern ſeas ! 
And comes to ſing and bundle too, 
And learn your wicked ways. 


PoLLy. 


T like your tricks and yankee tall, 
And think you quite the plan |! 
Nor will I now my fancy baulk, 

For faith a man's a man. 


Cuokus. 
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CHorvs. 


Thus crown®d® with mutual love and Peace, 
Well tune the merry ſong + / 

Whilſt Hymen ſhall our joys encreaſe, 

And time our bliſs prolong. 


Quack. ö 
T he ſerjeant, corporal, fife, and drum, J 
Have bid me lead the way— | 
Had here are all the village come, BE. 
To hail this happy day. 


Avpan. 


And weve prepar'd a jovial feaſt 
To grace this antient hall ! 

And hope you'll find it to your taſte, 

And that ”twill pleaſe you all. 


GENERAL Crorvs. 


{ Repeating this laſt Stanza. ) 


THE END. 


OOO + + — — NOAA IRE Eee camo 


EE R Ro Th 


Page 46, (Catch) Line 8, for teach other, read . 


each other. 
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ORIGINAL EPILOGUE 


\ 


TO THE OPERA OF 


A MATCH rox a WIDOW; 


WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR, 
AND 


Spoken by Mr. MEL MOTH, in 1786. 


\ \ ELL! no the trials ver and ſentence paſt, 
Have you decreed this Novel Piece ſball lat? 
—* Pſhaw Þ cries the critic—awhile he takes his ſnuff. 
« Muft we le bored with fuch damn d, flupid fluff ? 
* There's nothing here, by Heav'ns! that's good or bad, 
* But from the Britiſh market muſt be had: 
At leaft we know, it ne&er can pleaſe our nation, 
* Til it has paſt their trial of probation : 
No, cries the Patriot—if our country's dear, 
Nurſe arts and ſcience, and they'll flouriſh here, 
Nor force our native bards abroad to roam; 


Then, court thoſe talents, you deſpis'd at home. 


The dame guite fond of cards and crowded route, 
By faſhion and flirtation whirPd about ! 
Who thinks time loft, and loads of money miſt, | 
If dragg*d from balls, or dear, vingt=un, and whiſt, 
Thus prates to ſome fond beau, who ſoeths her rigour, 
Lord, have you ſeen the curious ſpeaking figure? 
It cofts but half-a-crown, and who'd refuſe it? 
For it wwill put the queſtion, if you chuſe it 

1 Tir 


1 
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T hro* a long-kind-of-thing, it ſpeaks and kiſſer, 

And faith can almoſt tell one c wants and wier“! 
Could we but get Automatons for players, 
Or Fantochims Jr our fage affairs ! 

Is there a woman then 4 tafte or paſſion, + 

That wou'dn't make the theatre the faſhion ? 
Renaunce late dinners, and the gambling drum, 

Once more to this forſaken-plece to come? 


K K _ a 


* 


| Bu * here's a charm to cure this idle rage ! 
For while you honour and ſupport the age, 
You from the comic muſe no cenſure claim, 
Since auge and folly are her 'only aim 
As to the piece to-night—you muſt allow, 
| Pre ſome excuſe for having broke my vo wp. 
For ſure no widow in the prime of life l : 
| { Though ſhe had once been made a wretched wife) 
But on-@ ſecond lover ſure might venture, 
If he could better than the firſt content her. 
| Am I in fault then I chang'd my plan? 
b= When I was ſure my lower war a man! 
gaamy. brother Villars more to blame, 
ex charms like fair Marcella's grace his fame. 
1 
Then de piece, both epiſode and ſong, 
| Wour hind protection and your praiſe prolong ! 
For if our bard your. approbation dragus, 
Tit more to him than all the world's applauſe, 


To the audience. 


